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Bibliographical Introduction 

Thackeray's rank as a novelist was established 
before he thought of his lectures on the English 
Humourists, Vanity Fair and Pandennis had 
appeared, and Esmond was being written. 
Thackeray had tasted the sweets of fame, and was 
the only serious rival of Dickens among his con- 
temporaries. But it is a characteristic of the 
literary life that profit is not always commensurate 
with fame, and despite his success he was a poor 
man. His books did not appeal to so wide an 
audience as the books of Dickens. In 1848 
Thackeray apphed for the Assistant Secretaryship 
at the General Post Office, but it could not have 
been given to him without injustice to the regular 
stafi. He held strong views as to the duty of the 
State towards literary men, and in 1850, in the 
course of a letter to the Morning Chronicle 9 he said: 
** No man in other callings thinks himself degraded 
by receiving a reward from his Government; nor, 
surely, need the literary man be more squeamish 
about pensions, and ribbons, and titles than the 
ambassador, or general, or judge. Every European 
State but ours rewards its men of letters. The 
American Government gives them their full share 
of its small patronage; and if Americans, why not 

7 



8 Bibliographical Introduction 

Englishmen?" But the English Government has 
not yet gone so far as to recruit the Civil Service 
from the ranks of successful literary men. 

Thackeray's earnings at this thne were not 
large; his health was poor, and the object of the 
lectures was to provide an income for his family. 
In a letter to one of his daughters he explained 
that he lectured " not because I like it, but because 
I it is right that I should secure some money against 
my death for your poor mother and you two girls." 
He had studied the eighteenth century to some 
purpose, and the English Humourists shows, as 
Esmond shows, how much he had absorbed the 
spirit of the Queen Anne writers. From the birth 
of the first humourist to the death of the last was 
a period of one hundred yeaxs, and the great men 
are discussed in their proper order, with the excep- 
tion of Swift, who is placed first, and Prior and 
Smollett, whose positions are changed. Facts 
were not perhaps of overwhelming importance^to 
Thackeray; he treated his subject as a novelist 
would treat it rather than as an historian; but 
when all inaccuracies are admitted, we have a 
great humourist deialing with the great humourists 
of his own country. The first lecture was de- 
livered at Willis's Rooms on May 22nd, 185 1. 
Thackeray has left a description of a visit which 
he made to Willis's Rooms a week or so before the 
first lecture, when he " recited parts of the multi- 
plication-table to a* waiter at the opposite end so 
as to try the voice. He said he could hear 
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perfectly, and I daxesay he could, but the thoughts 
somehow swell and amplify with that high-pitched 
voice and elaborate distinctness; " wherefore he 
discerns that "orators become humbugs," but 
admits a feeHng of curiosity for this " dip into a 
Ufe new to me." To begin with he felt depressed, 
and wrote to Abraham Hayward the day after the 
first lecture that: " The truth is that the lectures 
won't do. They were all friends, and a packed 
house, though, to be sure, it goes to a man's heart 
to find among his friends such men as you and 
Kinglake and Venables, Higgins, Rawlinson, 
Carlyle, Ashburton, Milman, Macaulay, Wilber- 
force looking on." But they were a great success, 
and among a host of distinguished persons who 
came to hear him were Harriet Martineau, Fanny 
Kemble, Charlotte Bront6, Hallam and Dickens. 
Thackeray repeated the lectures from end to end 
of England, and next year toured the United 
States. 

As a lecturer Thackeray, unlike Dickens, did 
not employ the actor's art; his elocution was 
marked by simplicity, and his attitude by great 
tranquillity; the only movement of his hands 
being when he wiped his glasses as he b^g;an and 
turned over the leaves of his manuscript. One 
critic sajrs he " pounded along very clearly; " 
Charlotte Bronte wrote that the lectures were 
" delivered with a finished taste and ease, which is 
felt but cannot be described ; " and Motley said 
that " his light-in-hand manner suits well the 
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delicate hovering of his composition." His visit 
to the United States was crowned with social 
success, and with even greater financial success. 
He was welcomed with lavish hospitality, and met 
most Americans of light and leading. Long- 
fellow records in his journal: ** To town to dine, 
and after dinner to hear Thackeray's lecture on 
Swift; very clever, pla3ang round the theme with 
a lambent flame that scorched a little sometimes " ; 
and three days later : " To town to hear Thackeray 
on Congreve and Addison. A light, graphic 
lecture; pleasant to hear from that soft, deep, 
sonorous voice of his." Thackeray returned to 
England in the spring of 1853, having cleared 
about ;f25oo in America; and in the same year the 
English Humourists was published in book form. 

HANNAFORD BENNETT, 
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LECTURE THE FIRST 

SWIFT 

In treating of the English humourists of the past 
age, it is of the men and of their lives, rather than > 
of their books, that I ask permission to speak to 
you ; and in doing so, you are aware that I cannot 
hope to entertain you with a merely humourous or 
facetious story. Harlequin without his mask is 
known to present a very sober countenance, and 
was himself, the story goes, the melancholy patient 
whom the Doctor advised to go and see Harlequin 
— a man full of cares and perplexities like the rest 
of us, whose Self must always be serious to him, 
under whatever mask or disguise, or uniform he 
presents it to the public. And as all of you here 
must needs be grave when you think of your own 
past and present, you will not look to find, in the 
histories of those whose lives and feehngs I am 
going to try and describe to you, a story that is 
otherwise tiian serious, and often very sad. If 
Humour only meant laughter, you would scarcely 
feel more interest about humourous writers than 
about the private life of poor Harlequin just men- 
tioned, who possesses in common with these the 
power of making you laugh. But the men regard- 
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12 The English Humourists 

ing whose lives and stories your kind presence here 
shows that you have curiosity and S3anpathy, 
appeal to a great number of our other faculties, 
"besides our mere sense of ridicule. The humourous 
writer professes to awaken and direct your love, 
your laly, your ki ndn ess — ^your scorn for untruth, 
pretension, imposture — ^your te SSer ness fo^^ the 
weak, the poor, the oppressed, the unhappy^ To 
the best of his means and ability he comments on . 
all the ordinary actions and passions of life almost. ^ 
He takes upon himself to be the week-day preacher, 
so to speak. Accordingly, as he finds, and speaks, 
and feels the truth best, we regard him, esteem- 
him — sometimes love him. And, as his business 
is to mark other people's lives and peculiarities, 
we moralise upon his life when he is gone — and 
yesterday's preacher becomes the text for to-day's 
sermon. 

Of English parents, and of a good English family 

> of clergymen. Swift was bom in Dublin in 1667, 
seven months after the death of his father, who had 
come to practise there as a lawyer. The boy went 
to school at Kilkenny, and afterwards to Trinity 
College, Dublin, where he got a degree with diffi- 

* culty, and was wild, and witty, and poor. In 
1688, by the recommendation of his mother. Swift 
was received into the family of Sir William Temple, 
who had known Mrs Swift in Ireland. He left 
his patron in 1693, ^^^ ^^ next year took orders 
in Dublin. But he threw up the small Irish pre- 
ferment which he got and returned to Temple, in 
whose family he remained until Sir William's death 
in 1699. His hopes of advancement in England 
f£iiling, Swift returned to Ireland, and took the 
living of Laracor. Hither he invited Hester 
Johnson, Temple's natural daughter, with whom 
he had contracted a tender friendship, while they 
were both dependents of Temple's. And with an 
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occasional visit to England, Swift now passed 
nine years at home. 

In 1709 he came to England, and, with a brief 
visit to Ireland, during which he took possession 
of his deanery of St Patrick, he now passed five 
years in England, taking the most distinguished 
part in the political transactions which terminated 
with the death of Queen Anne. After her death, his 
party disgraced, and his hopes of ambition over. 
Swift returned to Dublin, where he remained twelve 
years. In this time he wrote the famous * * Drapier's 
Letters " and " Gulliver's Travels." He married • 
Hester Johnson (Stella), and buried Esther Van- 
homrigh (Vanessa), who had followed him to Ire- 
land tcoTTL London, where she had contracted a 
violent passion for him. In 1726 and 1727 Swift 
was in England, which he quitted for. the last time 
on hearing of his wife's illness. Stella died in 
January 1728, and Swift not until 1745, having ^ 
passed the last five of the seventy-eight years of 
his life with an impaired intellect and keepers to 
watch him. 

You know, of course, that Swift has had many 
biographers; his life has been told by the kindest 
and most good-natured of men, Scott, who admires 
but can't bring himself to love him; and by stout 
old Johnson, who, forced to admit him into the 
company of poets, receives the famous ^Irishman, 
and takes ofi his hat to him with a bow of surly 
recognition, scans him from head to foot, and 
passes over to the other side of the street. Dr 
Wilde of Dublin, who has written a most interest- 
ing volume on the closing years of Swift's life, caUs 
Johnson ** the most malignant of his biographers " : 
it is not easy for an English critic to please Irishmen 
— ^perhaps to try and please them. And yet John- 
son truly admires Swift: Johnson does not quarrel 
with Swift's change of politics, or doubt bis sin- 
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cerity of religion: about the famous Stella and 
Vanessa controversy the Doctor does not bear 
very hardly on Swift. But he could not give the 
Dean that honest hand of his; the stout old man 
puts it into his breast, and moves oQ from 
him. 

Would we have liked to live with him ? That is 
a question which, in dealing with these people's 
works, and thinking of their Uves and pecuUarities, 
every reader of biographies must put to himself. 
Would you have liked to be a friend of the great 
Dean? I should like to have been Shakspeare's 
shoe-black — ^just to have lived in his house, just 
to have worshipped him — ^to have run on his 
errands, and seen that sweet serene face. I should 
like, as a young man, to have lived on Fielding's 
staircase in the Temple, and after helping him up 
to bed perhaps, and opening his door with his 
latch-key, to have shaken hands with him in the 
morning, and heard him talk and crack jokes over 
his breakfast and his mug of small beer. Who 
would not give something to pass a night at the 
club with Johnson, and Goldsmith, and James 
Boswell, Esq., of Auchinleck? The charm of 
Addison's companionship and conversation has 
passed to us by fond tradition — ^but Swift? If 
you had been his inferior in parts (and that, with 
a great respect for all persons present, I fear is only 
very likely), his equsd in mere social station, he 
) would have bullied, scorned, and insulted you; if, 
4i Undeterred by his great reputation, you had met 
him like a man, he would have quailed before you, 
and not had the pluck to reply, and *gone home, 
and years after written a foul epigram about you 
— ^watched for you in a sewer, and come out to 
assail you with a coward's blow and a dirty blud- 
geon. If you had been a lord with a blue riband, 
who flattered his vanity, or could help his ambition. 
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he would have been the most delightful company 
in the world. He would have been so manly, so 
sarcastic, so bright, odd, and original, that you 
might think he had no object in view but the in- 
dulgence of his humour, and that he was the most 
reckless, simple creature in the world. How he 
would have torn your enemies to pieces for you! 
and made fun of the Opposition! His servility 
was so boisterous that it looked like independence; 
he would have done your errands, but with the air 
of patronising you, and after fighting your battles 
masked in the street or the press, would have kept 
on his hat before your wife and daughters in the 
drawing-room, content to take that sort of pay for 
his tremendous services as a bravo. 

He says as much himself in one of bis letters to 
Bolingbroke: — " All my endeavours to distinguish 
myself were only for want of a great title and for- V 
tune, that I might be used like a lord by those who 
have an opinion of my parts; whether right or 
wrong is no great matter. And so the reputation 
of wit and great learning does the office of a blue 
riband or a coach and six." 

Could there be a greater candour? It is an out* 
law, who says, ** These are my brains; with these 
I'll win titles and compete with fortune. These 
are my bullets; these I'll turn into gold "; and he 
hears the sound of coaches and six, takes the road 
like Macheath, and makes society stand and 
deliver. They are all on their knees before him. 
Down go my lord bishop's apron, and his Grace's 
blue riband, and my lady's brocade petticoat in 
the mud. He eases the one of a living, the other 
of a patent place, the third of a little snug post 
about the Court, and gives them over to followers 
of his own. The great prize has not come yet. 
Hie coach with the mitre and crosier in it, which 
he intends to have for his share, has been delayed 
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on the way from St James's; and he waits and 
waits until nightfall, when his runners come and 
tell him that &e coach has taken a difEerent road, 
and escaped him. So he fbres his pistols into the 
air with a curse, and rides away into his own 
country. 

^ Swift's seems to me to be as good a name to 
^ point a moral or adorn a tale of ambition, as any 
i hero's that ever lived and failed. But we must 

^ remember that the morality was lax — ^that other 

gentlemen besides himself took the road in his day 

— ^that public society was in a strange disordered 

condition, and the State was ravaged by other 

condottieri. The Boyne was being fought and 

won, and lost — the bells rung in William's victory, 

in the very same tone with which they would have 

pealed for James's. Men were loose upon politics, 

and had to shift for themselves. They, as well as 

old beliefs and institutions, had lost their moorings 

and gone adrift in the storm. As in the South Sea 

Bubble almost everybody gambled; as in the 

Railway mania — ^not many centuries ago— almost 

every one took his unlucky share; a man of that 

time, of the vast talents and ambition of Swift, 

, could scarce do otherwise than grasp at his prize, 

^ ;and make his spring at his opportunity. His 

j bitterness, his scorn, his rage, his subsequent mis- 

janthropy, are ascribed by some paneg3nrists to a de- 

1 liberate conviction of mankind's unworthiness, and 

J^a desire to amend them by castigating. Hisy9uth 

^ was bitter, as that of a great genius bound down 
by ignoble ties, and powerless in a mean depend- 
ence; his a ge w'as bit ter, like that of a great genius 

J that had fought the battle and nearly won it, and 
lost it, and ti^ought of it afterwards writhing in a 
lonely exile* A man may attribute to the gods, if 
he likes, what is caused by his own fury, or dis- 
appointment, or self-wilL What public man — 
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what statesman projecting a coup — ^what king 
determined on an invasion of his neighbour — ^what 
satirist meditating an onslaught on society or an 
individual, can't give a pretext for his move? 
There was a French general the other day who 
proposed to march into this country and put it to 
sack and pillage, in revenge for humanity outraged 
by our conduct at Copenhagen — ^there is always ^ 
some excuse for men of the aggressive turn. They 
are of their nature warlike, predatory, eager for 
fight, plunder, dominion. 

As fierce a beak and talon as ever struck — as -^ 
strong a wing as ever beat, belonged to Swift. I 
am glad, for one, that fate wrested the prey out of 
his claws, and cut his wings and chained him. One 
can gaze, and not without awe and pity, at the 
lonely eagle chained behind the bars. 

That Swift was bom at No. 7 Hoey's Court, 
Dublin, on the 30th November 1667, is a certain 
fact, of which nobody will deny the sister island 
the honour and glory; but it seems to me, he was 
no more an Irishman than a man bom of English > 
parents at Calcutta is a Hindoo. Goldsmith was 
an Irishman, and always an Irishman; Steele was 
an Irishman, and always an Irishman: Swift's 
heart was English and in England, his habits"* 
English, his logic eminenliy English; his state- 
ment is elaborately simple; he shuns tropes and 
metaphors, and uses his ideas and words with a 
wise thrift and economy, as he used his money; 
with which he could be generous and splendid upon 
great occasions, but which he husbanded when 
there was no need to spend it. He never indulges 
in needless extravagance of rhetoric, lavish^ 
epithets, profuse imagery. He la}^ his opinion 
before you with a grave simplicity and a perfect 
neatness. Dreading ridicule too, as a man of his 
humour — ^above all an Englishman of his humour 
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$rtamly would, he is afraid to use the poetical 
power which he really possessed; one often fancies 
in reading him that he dares not be eloquent when 
he might; that he does not speak above his voice, 
as it were, and the tone of society. 

His initiation into poHtics, his knowledge of 
business, his knowledge of polite life, his acquaint- 
ance with literature even, which he could not have 
pursued very sedulously during that reckless 
career at Dublin, Swift got under the roof of Sir 
William Temple. He was fond of telling in after 
life what quantities of books he devoured there, 
and how Kmg William taught him to cut aspara^^ 
in the Dutch fashion. It was at Shene and at 
Moor Park, with a salary of twenty pounds and a 
dinner at the upper servants' table, tiiat this great 
and lonely Sw&t passed a ten years' apprentice- 
ship — ^wore a cassock that was only not a livery — 
bent down a knee as proud as Lucifer's to suppli- 
cate my lady's good graces, or run on his honoiur's 
errands. It was here, as he was writing at 
Temple's table, or following his patron's walk, 
that he saw and heard the men who had governed 
the great world — ^measured himself witili them, 
looking up from his silent comer, gauged their 
brains, weighed their wits, turned ihem, and tried 
them, and marked them. Ah! what platitudes 
he must have heard! what feeble jokes! what 
pompous commonplaces! what small men they 
must have seemed under those enormous periwigs, 
to the swarthy, uncouth, silent Irish secretary. I 
wonder whether it ever struck Temple that that 
Irishman was his master? I suppose that dismal 
conviction did not present itself under the ambro- 
sial wig, or Temple could never have hved with 
Swift. Swift sickened, rebelled, left the service — 
ate humble pie and came back again; and so for 
ten years went on, gathering learning, swallowing 
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scoriLy and submitting with a stealthy rage to his 
fortune. 

Temple's style is the perfection of practised and ^^ 
easy good-breeding. If he does not penetrate 
very deeply into a subject, he professes a very 
gentlemanly acquaintance with it; if he makes 
rather a parade of Latin, it was the custom of his 
day, as it was the custom for a gentleman to en- 
velop his head in a periwig and his hands in lace 
ruffles. If he wears buckles and square-toed 
shoes, he steps in them with a consummate grace, 
and you never hear their creak, or find them tread- 
ing upon any lady's train or any rival's heels in 
the Court crowd. When that grows too hot or too 
agitated for him, he politely leaves it. He retires 
to his retreat of Shene or Moor Park; and lets the 
King's party and the Prince of Orange's party 
battle it out among themselves. He reveres the 
Sovereign (and no man perhaps ever testified to 
his l03ralty by so elegant a bow); he admires the 
Prince of Orange; but there is one person whose 
ease and comfort he loves more than slU the princes 
in Christendom, and that valuable member of 
society is himself Gulielmus Temple, Baronettus. 
One sees him in his retreat; between his study- 
chair and his tulip beds, clipping his apricots and 
pruning his essays, — ^the statesman, the ambas- 
sador no more; but the philosopher, the Epicurean, 
the fine gentleman and courtier at St James's as at 
Shene; where in place of kings and fair ladies, he 
pa3rs his court to tbe Ciceronian majesty; or walks 
a minuet with the Epic Muse; or dallies by the 
south wall with the ruddy n3anph of gardens. 

Temple seems to have received and exacted a 
prodigious deal of veneration from his household, 
and to have been coaxed, and warmed, and cuddled 
b}** the people round about him, as delicately as 
any of tiie plants which he loved. When he fell 
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ill in 1693, the household was aghast at his indis- 
position; mild Dorothea his wife, the best com- 
panion of the best of men — 

" Mild Dorothea, peaceful, wise, and great. 
Trembling beheld the doubtful hand of fate." 

As for Dorinda, his sister, — 

" Those who would grief describe, might come and trace 
Its watery footsteps in Dorinda's f&ce. 
To see her weep, joy every face forsook, 
And grief flung sables on each menial look. 
The humble tribe mourned for the quickening soul. 
That furnished life and spirit through the whole." 

Isn't that line in which grief is described as putting 
the menials into a mourning livery, a fine image? 
One of the menials wrote it who did not like that 
Temple livery nor those twenty-pound wages. 
Cannot one fancy the uncouth young servitor, 
with downcast eyes, books and papers in hand, 
following at his Honour's heels in i^e garden walk; 
or taking his Honour's orders as he stands by the 
great chair, where Sir William has the gout, and 
his feet all blistered with moxa? When Sir Wil- 
liam has the gout or scolds it must be hard work at 
the second table; the Irish secretary owned as 
much afterwards: and when he came to dinner, 
how he must have lashed and growled and torn 
the household with his gibes and scorn! What 
would the steward say about the pride of them 
Irish schollards — and this one had got no great 
credit even at his Irish college, if the truth were 
known — and what a contempt his Excellency's 
own gentleman must have had for Parson Teague 
from Dublin. (The valets and chaplains were 
alwa3rs at war. It is hard to say which Swift 
thought the more contemptible.) And what must 
have been the sadness, the sadness and terror, of 
the housekeeper's little daughter with the curling 
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black ringlets and the sweet smiling face, when the 
secretary who teaches her to read and write, and 
whom she loves and reverences above all things— * 
above mother, above mild Dorothea, above that 
tremendous Sir WiUiam in his square-toes and 
periwig, — ^when Mr Swift comes down from his 
master with rage in his heart, and has not a kind 
word even for little Hester Johnson ? 

Perhaps, for the Irish secretary, his Excellency's 
condescension was even more cruel than his frowns. 
Sir William would perpetually quote Latin and the 
ancient classics d propos of his gardens and his 
Dutch statues and plaUs^andes, and talk about 
Epicurus and Diogenes Laertius, Juhus Caesar, 
Semiramis, and the gardens of the Hesperides, 
Maecenas, Strabo describing Jericho, and /the 
Ass3aian kings. A propos of beans, he would 
mention Pythagoras's precept to abstain . from 
beans, and that this precept probably meant that 
wise men should abstain tcom public afiEairs. He 
is a placid Epicurean; A^ is a Pythagorean philo- 
sopher; A^ is a wise man — ^that is the deduction. 
Does not Swift think so? One can ims^gine the 
downcast eyes lifted up for a moment, and the flash 
of scorn which they emit. Swift's eyei& were as 
azure as the heavens; Pope says nobly (as every- 
thing Pope said and thought of his friend was good 
and noble), " His eyes are as azure as the heavens, 
and have a charming archness in them." And 
one person in that household, that pompous stately 
kindly Moor Park, saw heaven nowhere else. 

But the Temple amenities and solemnities did 
not agree with Swift. He was half -killed with a 
surfeit of Shene pippins; and in a garden-seat 
which he devised for himself at Moor Park, and 
where he devoured greedily the stock of books 
within his reach, he caught a vertigo and deafness 
which punished and tormented him through life. 
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He could not bear the place or the servitude. 
Even in that poem of courtly condolence, from 
which vre have quoted a few Imes of mock melan- 
choly, he breaks out of the funereal procession 
with a mad shriek, as it were, and rushes away cry- 
ing his own grief, cursing his own fate, foreboding 
madness, and forsaken by fortune, and even hope. 
I don^t know anything more melancholy than 
the letter to Temple, in which, after having broke 
from his bondage, the poor wretch crouches 
piteously towards his cage again, and deprecates his 
master's anger. He asks for testimonials for orders. 
" The particidars required of me are what relate to 
morals and learning; and the reasons of quitting 
your Honour's family — that is whether tiie last 
was occasioned by any ill action. They are left 
entirely to your Honour's mercy, though in the 
first I think I cannot reproach myself for an3rthing 
further than for infirmities. Tins is all I dare at 
present beg from your Honour, under circum- 
stances of life not worth your regard: what is left 
me to wish (next to the health and prosperity of 
your Honour and family) is that Heaven would one 
day allow me the opportunity of leaving my ack- 
nowledgments at your feet. I beg my most 
humble duty and service be presented to my 
ladies, your Honour's lady and sister." — Can 
prostration fall deeper? could a slave bow lower? 
Twenty years afterwards Bishop Kennet, de- 
scribing the same man, sa3rs, " Dr Swift came into 
the cofiee-house and had a bow from everybody 
but me. When I came to the antechamber [at 
Court] to wait before prayers, Dr Swift was the 
principal man of talk and business. He was 
soliciting the Earl of Arran to speak to his brother, 
the Duke of Ormond, to get a place for a clergy- 
man. He was promising Mr Thorold to undertake, 
with my Lord Treasurer, that he should obtain a 
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salary of {pi.OQ per annum as member of the \ 
English Church at Rotterdam. He stopped F. ^ 
Gwynne, Esq.» going in to the Queen with the red 
bag, and told him aloud, he had something to say 
to him from my Lord Treasurer. He took out his " 
gold watch, and telling the time of day, com- v 
plained that it was very late. A gentleman said 
he was too fast. ' How can I help it,' sa3rs the 
doctor, ' if the courtiers give me a watch that 
won't go right ? ' Then he instructed a young ^ 
nobleman, that the best poet in England was Mr ^ 
Pope (a Papist), who had begun a translation of ^^ 
Homer into English, for which he would have them 'Z 
all subscribe; ' For,' says he, ' he shall not begin 
to print till I have a thousand guineas for him.' 
Lord Treasurer, after leaving ti^e Queen, came 
through the room, beckoning Dr Swift to follow 
him, — ^both went off just before prayers." There's 
a little malice in the Bishop's " just before prayers." ; 

This picture of the great Dean seems a true oneN 
and is harsh, though not altogether unpleasant. \ * 
He was doing good, and to deserving men too, in *. 
the midst of tixese intrigues and triumphs. His 
journals and a thousand anecdotes of him relate 
his kind acts and rough manners. His hand was 
constantly stretched out to relieve an honest man 
— ^he was cautious about his money, but ready. — 
If you were in a strait would you like such a bene- 
factor? I think I would rather have had a potato ^^ 
and a friendly word from Goldsmith than have 
been beholden to the Dean for a guinea and a 
dinner. He insulted a man as he served him, 
made women cry, guests look foolish, bullied un- A 
lucky friends, and flung his benefactions into poorl 
men's faces. No! the Dean was no Irishman — ^l' 
no Irishman ever gave but with a kind word and ^1 
land heart. ' 

It is told, as if it were to Swift's credit, that the 
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Dean of St Patrick's perfonned his family devo- 
tions every morning regularly, but witii such 
secrecy, that the guests in his house were never in 
the least aware of the ceremony. There was no 
need surely why a church dignitary should assemble 
his famOy privUy in a crypt, and as if he was afraid 
of heathen persecution. But I think the world 
was right, and the bishops who advised Queen 
Anne, when they counseUed her not to appoint the 

' author of the " Tale of a Tub " to a bishopric, gave 
perfectly good advice. The man who wrote the 

' arguments and illustrations in that wild book, 

> could not but be aware what must be the sequel >> 
of the propositions which he laid down. The 
boon companion of Pope ^d Bolingbroke, who 
chose these as the friends of his life, and the re- 
cipients of his confidence and affection, must have 
heard many an argument, and joined in many a 
conversation over Pope's port, or St John's Bur- 
gundy, which would not bear to be repeated at 
other men's boards. 

I know of few things more conclusive as to the 
sincerity of Swift's religion than his advice to poor 

I John Gay to turn clerg3nnan, and look out for a 
seat on the Bench. Gay, the author of the 
" Beggar's Opera " — Gay, the wildest of the wits 
about town — ^it was this man that Jonathan Swift 
advised to take orders — ^to invest in a cassock and 
bands — ^just as he advised him to husband his 
shillings and put his thousand pounds out at 
interest. The Queen, and the bishops, and the 
world, were right in mistrusting the religion of ^ . 
that man. 

I am not here, of course, to speak of any man's 
religious views, except in so far as they influence 
his literary character, his life, his humour. The 
most notorious sinners of all those fellow-mortals 
whom it is our business to discuss — ^Harry Fielding 
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and Dick Steele — ^were especially loud, and I be- 
lieve really fervent, in their expressions of belief; 
they belaboured freethinkers, and stoned imagin- 
ary atheists on all sorts of occasions, going out of 
their way to bawl their own creed, and persecute 
their neighbour's, and if they sinned and stumbled, 
as they constantly did with debt, with drink, with 
all sorts of bad behaviour, they got up on their 
knees, and cried " Peccavi " wi'Ui a most sonorous 
orthodoxy. Yes; poor Harry Fielding and poor 
Dick Steele were trusty and undoubting Church 
of England men; they abhorred Popery, Atheism, 
and wooden shoes, and idolatries in general; and 
hiccupped Church and State with fervour. 

But Swift? His mind had had a different 
schooling, and possessed a very different logical 
power. He was not bred up in a tipsy guard-room, 
and did not learn to reason in a Covent Garden 
tavern. He could conduct an argument from) 
b^;inning to end. He could see forward with a 
fa^ clearness. In his old age, looking at the 
" Tale of a Tub," when he said, " Good God, what 
a genius I had when I wrote that book! " I think 
he was admiring not the genius, but the conse- 
qu^ices to which the genius had brought him — a 
vast genius, a magnificent genius, a genius wonder- 
fully bright, and dazzling, and strong, — to seize, 
to know, to see, to flash upon falsehood and scorch 
it into perdition, to penetrate into the hidden 
motives, and expose the black thoughts of men, — 
an awful, an evil spirit. 

Ah, man ! you, educated in Epicurean Temple's 
library, you whose friends were Pope and St John 
— ^what made you to swear to fatal vows, and bind 
yourself to a life-long hypocrisy before the Heaven / 
which you adored with such real wonder, humitity, ji 
and reverence? For Swift was a reverent, was a / 
pious spirit — ^for Swift could love and could pray. [ 
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Through the storms and tempests of his furious 
mind, the stars of religion and love break out in 
the blue, shining serenely, though hidden by the 
driving clouds and the maddened hurricane of his 
Ufe. 
w It is my belief that he sufEered frightfully from 
the consciousness of his own sc epticis m, and that 
he had bent his pride so far down as to put his 
apostasy out to hire. The paper left behind him, 
/called " Thoughts on Religion," is merely a set of 
I excuses for not professing disbelief. He sa}^ of 
his sermons that he preached pamphlets: they 
have scarce a Christian charactenstic; they might 
be preached from the steps of a synagogue, or the 
floor of a mosque, or the box of a cofEee-house 
almost. There is little or no cant — ^he is too great 
and too proud for that; and, in so far as the bad- 
ness of his sermons goes, he is honest. But having 
put that cassock on, it poisoned himT'he was 
strangled in "Eis bands. He^goes through life, 
tearing, like a man possessed with a devil. Like 
Abudah in the Arabian story, he is alwa}^ looking 
out for the Fury, and knows that the night wiU 
come and the inevitable hag with it. What a 
night, my God, it was! what a lonely rage and 
long agony — ^what a vulture that tore the heart of 
that giant ! It is awful to think of the great suffer- 
ings of this great man. Through life he always 
seems alone, somehow. Goethe was so. I can't 
fancy Shakspeare otherwise. The giants must live 
apart. The kings can have no company. But 
this man sufEered so; and deserved so to sufEer. 
One hardly reads anywhere of such a pain. 

The " saeva indignatio " of which he spoke as 
lacerating his heart, and which he dares to inscribe 
on his tombstone — ^as if the wretch who lay under 
that stone waiting God's judgment had a right to 
be angry — ^breaks out from him in a thousand 
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pages of his writing, and tears and rends him. 
Against men in office, he having been overthrown; 
against men in England, he having lost his chance 
of preferment there, the furious exile never fails 
to rage and curse. Is it fair to call the famous 
" Drapier's Letters " patriotism? They are 
masterpieces of dreadful humour and invective: 
they are reasoned logically enough too, but the 
proposition is as monstrous and fabulous as the 
Lilliputian island. It is not that the grievance is 
so great, but there is his enemy — ^the assault is 
wonderful for its activity and terrible rage. It is 
Samson, with a bone in his hand, rushing on his 
enemies and felling them: one admires not the 
cause so much as l£e strength, the anger, the fury 
of the champion. As is the case with madmen, 
certain subjects provoke him, and awaken his fits 
of wrath. Marriagreis one of these; in a hundred 
passages in liis writings he rages against it; rages 
a gainst c hildren ; an object of constant satire, even 
more contemptible in lus eyes than a lord's chap- 
lain, is a poor curate with a large family. The idea 
of this luckless paternity never fails to bring down 
from him gibes and foul language. Could Dick 
Steele, or Goldsmith, or Fielding, in his most reck- 
less moment of satire, have written anything like 
the Dean's famous " modest proposal " for eating 
children? Not one of these but melts at the 
thoughts of childhood, fondles and caresses it. 
Mr Dean has no such softness, and enters the 
nursery with the tread and gaiety of an ogre. " I 
have been assured," says he in tiie " Modest Pro- 
posal," "by a very knowing American of my 
acquaintance in London, that a young healthy 
child* well-nursed, is, at a year old, a most delicious, 
nourishing, and wholesome food, whether stewed, 
roasted, baked, or boiled; and I make no doubt it 
will equally serve in a ragout," And taking up 
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this pretty joke, as his way is, he argues it with 
perfect gravity and logic. He turns and twists 
^ this subject in a score of different ways: he hashes 
it; and he serves it up cold; and he garnishes it; 
and relishes it always. He describes the little 
animal as ** dropped from its dam," advising that 
the mother shoidd let it suck plentifully in the last 
month, so as to render it plump and fat for a good 
table! "A child," . sa3rs his reverence, "will 
make two dishes at an entertainment for friends; 
and when the family dines alone, the fore or hind 
quarter will make a reasonable dish," and so on; 
and, the subject being so delightful that he can't 
leave it — ^he proceeds to recommend, in place of 
venison for squires' tables, *' the bodies oi young 
lads and maidens not exceeding fourteen or under 
twelve." Amiable humourist! laughing casti- 
gator of morals ! There was a process weU-known 
and practised in the Dean's gay days: when a lout 
entered the coffee-house, the wags proceeded to 
/ what they called " roasting " him. This is roasting 
' a subject with a vengeance. The Dean had a 
native genius for it. As the " Almanach des 
Gourmands " says. On naft rStisseur, 

And it was not merely by the sarcastic method 
that Swift exposed the unreasonableness of loving 
and having children. In Gulliver, the folly of {gjoa 
and mmriage is urged by graver arguments and 
advice, ^n the famous Lilliputian kingdom. Swift 
speaks with approval of the practice of instantly 
removing children from their parents and educat- 
ing them by the State; and amongst his favourite 
horses, a pair of foals are stated to be the very 
utmost a well-regulated equine couple would 
permit themselves. In fact, our great satirist 
was of opinion that conjugal love was unadvis- 
able, and illustrated the theory by his own 
practice and example — God help him — which 
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made him about the most wretched being in 
God's world. 

The grave and logical conduct of an absurd pro- 
position, as exemplified in the cannibal proposal 
just mentioned, is our author's constant method 
through ail his works of humouj.''' Given a country* 
of people six inches or sixfyTeet high, and by the 
mere prQcess Qf .ihi&_logic, a thousand wonderful 
absurdities are evolved, at so many stages of the 
calculation. Turning to the first minister who 
waited behind him with a white stafiE near as tall as 
the mainmast of the " Royal Sovereign," the king 
of Brobdingnag observes how contemptible a 
thing human grandeur is, as represented by such a 
contemptible little creature as Gulliver, " The 
Emperor of LiUiput's features are strong and 
masculine " (what a surprising humour there is in 
this description!) — "the Emperor's features," 
Gulliver says, ** are strong and masculine, with an 
Austrian lip, an arched nose, his complexion olive, 
his countenance erect, his body and limbs well- 
proportioned, and his deportment majestic. He 
is taller hy the breadth of my nail than any of his 
court, which alone is enough to strike an awe into 
beholders." 

What a surprising humour there is in these 
descriptions! How noble the satire is here! how j 
just and honest! How perfect the image! Mr' 
Macaulay has quoted the charming lines of the 
poet, where the king of the pigmies is measured by 
the same standard. We have aU read in Milton of 
the spear that was like ** the mast of some tall 
admiral," but these images are surely likely to come 
to the comic poet originally. The subject is before 
him. He is turning it in a thousand ways. He is 
full of it. The figure suggests itself naturally to 
him, and comes out of his subject, as in that 
wonderful passage, when Gulliver's box having 
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been dropped by fhe eagle into the sea, and 
Gulliver having been received into the ship's 
cabin, he calls upon the crew to bring the box into 
the cabin, and put it on the table, the cabin being 
only a quarter the size of the box. It is the 
^ veracity of the blunder which is so admirable. 
Had a man come from such a country as Brobding- 
nag'he would have blundered so. 

But the best stroke of humour, if there be a best 
in that abounding book, is that where Gulliver, in 
the unpronounceable country, describes his part- 
ing from his master the horse. ** I took," he says, 
" a second leave of my master, but as I was going 
to prostrate myself to kiss his hoof, he did me the 
honour to raise it gently to my mouth. I am not 
ignorant how much I have been censured for men- 
tioning this last particular. Detractors are pleased 
to think it improbable that so illustrious a person 
should descend to give so great a mark of distinc- 
tion to a creature so inferior as I. Neither am I 
ignorant how apt some travellers are to boast of 
extraordinary favours they have received. But if 
these censurers were better acquainted with the 
noble and courteous disposition of the Houyhnhnms 
they would soon change their opinion." 

The surprise here, &e audacity of circumstan- 
tial evidence, the astounding gravity of the speaker, 
who is nqt ignorant how much he has been cen- 
sured, the nature of the favour conferred, and the 
^ respectful exultation at the receipt of it, are surely 
complete ; ) it is truth topsy-turvy, entirely logical 
's and absurd.} 

As for the humour and conduct of this famous 

fable,"! SJUpposeThere is no person who reads but 

^ must admire; aa fer ffafi-npral^ I think it horrible, 

\ shameful, unmanly, blasphemous; and giant and 

great as this Dean is, I say we should hoot him. 

Some of this audience mayn't have read the last 
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part of Gulliver, and to such I would recall the 
advice of the venerable Mr Punch to persons about 
to marry, and say " Don't." When Gulliver first 
lands among the Yahoos, the naked howling 
wretches clamber up trees and assault him, and he 
describes himself as " almost stifled with the filth 
which fell about him." The reader of the fourth 
part of Gulliver's Travels is like the hero himself 
in this instance. It is (Yahoo language; a monster 
gibbering shrieks, and guashkig imprecations 
against mankind — ^tearing down all shreds of 
modesty, past all sense of manliness and shame; '^ 
jgthy in word,^thy in thought, furious, raging, 
obscenerj 

^An3*^dreadful it is to think that Swift knew the 
tendency of his creed — the fatal rocks towards 
which h ^ logic desperately drifted. That last ^ 
part of Guiuver is only a consequence of what has 
gone before; and the worthlessness of all mankind, 
the pettiness, cruelty, pride, imbecility, the 
general vanity, the foolish pretension, the mock 
greatness, the pompous dulness, the mean aims, 
Qie base successes — ^aU these were present to him: 

it was with the din of these curses of the worldf, 

blasphemies against Heaven, shrieking in his eax^ 
that he began to write|his dreadful allegory — of 
which the meaning is that man is utterly wicked, > i 
: desperate, and imbecile, and his passions are so v^ 
I monstrous, and his boasted powers so mean, that 
' he is and deserves to be the slave of brutes, and 
ignorance is better than his vaunted reason.! 
What had this man done? what secret remorse 
was rankling at his heart? what fever was boiling 
in him, that he should see all the world blood-shot? 
We view the world with our own eyes, each of us; 
and we make from within us the world we see. A 
weary heart gets no gladness out of sunshine; a 
sdfish man is sceptical about friendship, as a man "^ 
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witii no ear doesn't care for music. A frightful 
self-consciousness it must have been, which looked 
on mankind so darkly through those keen eyes of 
Swift. 

A remarkable story is told by Scott, of Delany, 
who interrupted Archbishop King and Swift in a 
conversation which left the prelate in tears, and 
from which Swift rushed away with marks of 
strong terror and agitation in his countenance, upon 
which the archbishop said to Delany, " You have 
just met the most unhappy man on earth; but on 
the subject of his wretchedness you must never 
ask a question." 
v/ \The most unhappy man on earth ;J-Miserrimus 
? — ^what a character of him ! And at this time all 
the great wits of England had been at his feet. All 
Ireland had shouted after him, and worshipped as 
a liberator, a saviour, the greatest Irish patriot and 
citizen. Dean Drapier Bickerstafi Gulliver — ^the 
most famous statesmen, and the greatest poets of 
bis day, had applauded him, and done him homage; 
and at this time writing over to Bolingbroke, from 
Ireland, he sa3rs, "It is time for me to have done 
with the world, and so I would if I could get into a 
better before I was called into the best, and not to 
die here in a rage, like a poisoned rat in a hole,** 

We have spoken about the men, and Swift's be- 
haviour to them; and now it behoves us not to 
forget that there are certain other persons in the 
creation who had rather intimate relations with 
^ the great Dean. Two women whom he loved and 
injpred are known by every reader of books so 
lanuEarly that if we had seen them, or if they had 
been relatives of our own, we scarcely could have 
known them better.. Who hasn't in his mind an 
image of Stg|la? Who does not love her? Fair 
and tender creature: pure and afEectionate heart! 
Boots it to you, now that you have been at rest for 
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a hundred and twenty years, not divided in death 
from the cold heart which caused yours, whilst it 
beat, such faithful pangs of love and grief — ^boots 
it to you now, that lie whole world loves and 
deplores you? Scarce any man, I beUeve, ever 
thought of that grave, that did not cast a flower of 
pity on it, and write over it a sweet epitaph. 
Gentle lady, so lovely, so loving, so unhappy! you 
have had countless champions, millions of mamly 
hearts mourning for you. From generation to 
generation we take up the fond tradition of your 
beauty; we watch and follow your tragedy, your 
bright morning love and purity, your constancy, 
your grief, your sweet martyrdom. We know 
your legend by heart You are one of the saints 
of Engliish story. 

And if Stella's love and innocence are charming 
to contemplate, I will say that in spite of ill- 
usage, in spite of drawbacks, in spite of mysterious 
separation and union, of hope delayed and sickened 
heart — in the teeth of Vanessa, and that little 
episodical aberration which plunged Swift into such 
woeful pitfulls and quagmires of amorous per- 
plexity — ^in spite of the verdicts of most women, I 
believe, who, as far as my experience and conver- i 

sation go, generally take Vanessa's part in the con- 
troversy — ^in spite of the tears which Swift caused 
Stella to shed, and the rocks and barriers which 
fate and temper interposed, and which prevented ^ 

the pure course of that true love from running ' 

smoothly — the brightest part of Swift's story, the 
pure star in that dark and tempestuous Ufe of 
Swift's, is his love for Hester Lahnson. It has 
been my business, professionaiiyof course, to go 
through a deal of sentimental reading in my time, 
and to acquaint myself with love-making, as it has 
been described in various languages, and at I 

various ages of the world; and I know of nothing I 
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more manly, more tender, more exquisitely touch- 
ing, than some of these brief notes, written in what 
Swift calls " his little language " in his journal to 
Stella. He writes to her night and morning often. 
He never sends away a letter to her but he begins 
a new one on the same day. He can't bear to let 
go her kind little hand, as it were. He knows that 
she is thinking of him, and longing for him far away 
in Dublin yonder. He takes her letters from under 
his pillow and talks to them, familiarly, paternally, 
with fond epithets and pretty caresses — as he 
would to the sweet and artless creature who loved 
him. " Stay," he writes one morning — it is the 
14th of December, 17 10 — " Stay, I will answer 
some of your letter this morning in bed — ^let me 
see. Come and appear, little letter! Here I am, 
says he, and what say you to Stella this morning 
fresh and fasting? And can Stella read this 
writing without hurting her dear eyes? " he goes 
on, after more kind prattle and fond whispering. 
The dear eyes shine clearly upon him then — ^the 
good angel of his life is with him and blessing him. 
Ah, it was a hard fate that wrung from them so 
many tears, and stabbed pitilessly that pure and 
tender bosom. A hard fate: but would she have 
changed it? I have heard a woman say that she 
would have taken Swift's cruelty to have had his 
tenderness. He had a sort of worship for her 
whilst he wounded her. He speaks of her after she 
is gone; of her wit, of her kindness, of her grace, 
of her bisauty, with a simple love and reverence that 
are indescribably touching; in contemplation of 
her goodness his hard heart melts into pathos ; his 
cold rhyme kindles and glows into poetry, and he 
falls down on his knees, so to speak, before the 
angel, whose life he had embittered, confesses his 
own wretchedness and unworthiness, and adores 
her with cries of remorse and love: — 
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'* When on my sickly couch I lay, 
Impatient both of night and day, 
And groaning in unmanly strains, - 
Called every power to ease my pains, 
Then Stella ran to my relief, 
With cheerful face and inward grief. 
And though by heaven's severe decree 
She suffers hourly more than me, 
No cruel master could require 
From slaves employed for daily hire, 
What Stella, by her friendship warmed, 
With vigour and delight performed. 
Now, with a soft and silent tread, 
Unheard she moves about my bed : 
My sinking; spirits now supplies 
With cordials in her hands and eyes. 
Best patron of true friends 1 beware ; 
You pay too dearly for your care 
If, while your tenderness secures 
My life, it must endanger yours : 
For such a fool was never found 
Who pulled a palace to the ground, 
Only to have the ruins made 
Materials for a house decayed." 

One little triumph Stella had in her life—one 
dear little piece of injustice was performed in her 
favour, lor which I confess, for my part, I can't 
help thanking fate and the Dean. That other 
person was sacrificed to her — that — ^that young 
woman, who lived five doors from Dr Swift's 
lodgings in Bury Street, and who flattered him, 
and made love to him in such an outrageous 
manner — ^Vanessa was thrown over. 

Swift did not keep Stella's letters to him in reply 
to those he wrote to her. He kept BoUngbroke's, 
and Pope's, and Harley's, and Peterborough's: 
but Stella, " very carefully," the Lives say, kept 
Swift's. Of course: that is the way of the world: 
and so we cannot tell what her style was, or of 
what sort were the little letters which the Doctor 



36 The English Humourists 

placed there at night, and bade to appear from 
under his piUow of a morning. But m Letter IV. 
of that famous coUection he describes his lodgmg 
in Bury Street, where he has the first floor, a 
dming-room and bed-chamber, at ^ght shillings 
aweek; and in Letter VI. he says " he has visited 
a ladv lUst come to town," whose name somehow 
\s not mentioned; and in Letter VIIL he entm a 
Query of Stella's—" What do you meaii that 
boards near me, that I dine with now and then? 
What the deuce! You know whom I have dmed 
vrith every day since I left you, better than I do. 
Of course she does. Of course Swift has not the 
sUehtest idea of what she means. But m a few 
letters more it turns out that the Doctor has been 
<-n dine " gravely " with a Mrs Vanhomngh: then 
Sathe his been to " his neighbour ": then that 
he has been unwell, and means to dme for l^e 
whole week with his neighbour! Stella was qmte 
right in her previsions. She saw from the very 
first hmt what was going to happen; and scented 
Vanessa in the air. The rival is at the Dean s feet. 
The pupil and teacher are reading together, and 
drinMng tea together, and going to prayers to- 
gether, and learning Latin togetiier, and con- 
fugating amo, amas, amavt together. The httte 
LIguale is over for poor Stella. By the rule of 
grammar and the course of conjugation, doesn t 
atnavi come after amo and atnas? 

The loves of Cadenus and Vanessa you may 
Deruse in Cadenus's own poem on the subject, and 
^ poor Vanessa's vehement expostulatory verses 
andletters to him; she adores Mm, implores him. 
admires him, thinks him somettung god-jike, and 
only prays to be admitted to he at his feet. As 
they ^e bringing him home from church, Jhose 
divLe feet of Dr Swift's are found pretty often m 
Vanessa's parlour. He likes to be admured and 
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adored. He finds Miss Vanhomrigh to be a woman 
of great taste and spirit, and beauty- and wit, and 
a fortune too. He sees her every day; he does not 
i^U Stella about the business: until the impetuous 
Vanessa becomes too fond of him, until the doctor 
is quite frightened by the young woman's ardour, 
and confounded by her warml^ He wanted to 
marry neither of them — ^that I believe was the 
truth; but if he had not married Stella, Vanessa 
would have had him in spite of himself. When 
he went back to Ireland, lus Ariadne, not content 
to remain in her isle, pursued the fugitive Dean. 
In vain he protested, he vowed, he soothed, and 
bullied; the news of the Dean's marriage with 
SteUa at last came to her, and it killed her — she 
died of that passion. 

And when she died, and Stella heard that Swift 
had written beautifully regarding her, "That 
doesn't surprise me," said Mrs Stella, " for we all 
know the Dean could write beautifully about a 
broom-stick." A woman — a true woman ! Would 
you have had one of them forgive the other? 

In a note in his biography, Scott sa3rs that his 
friend Dr Tuke, of Dublin, has a lock of Stella's 
hair, enclosed in a paper by Swift, on which are 
written in the Dean's hand, the words: *' Only a 
woman's hair,'* An instance, says Scott, of the 
Dean's desire to veil his feelings under the mask of 
cynical indifference. 

See the various notions of critics! Do those 
words indicate indifference or an attempt to hide 
feeling? Did you ever hear or read four words 
more pathetic? Only a woman's hair: only love, 
only fidelity, only purity, innocence, beauty; only 
the tenderest heart in the world stricken and 
wounded, and passed away now out of reach of 
pangs of hope deferred, love insulted, and pitiless 
des^idon: — only that lock of hair left; an^ 
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memory and remorse, for the guilty, lonely wretch, 
shuddermg over the grave of his victim, 
i f And yet to have had so much love, he must have 
given some. I Treasures of wit and wisdom, and 
tenderness, too, must that man have had locked up 
in the caverns of his gloomy heart, and shown fit- 
fully to one or two whom he took in there. But it 
was not good to visit that place. People did not 
remain there long, and suffered for having been 
there. He shrank away from all affections sooner 
or later. Stella and Vanessa both died near him, 
\ and away from him. He had not heart enough to 
see them die. He broke from his fastest friend, 
^ Sheridan; he slunk away from his fondest admirer. 
Pope. His laugh jars on one's ear after seven 
.^ score years. He was alwa}^ alone — alone and 
. gnashing in the darkness, except when Stella's 
) sweet smile came and shone upon him. When 
( that went, silence and utter night closed over him. 
/ An inmiense genius: an awful downfall and ruin. 
) So great a man he seems to me, that thinking of 
I him is like thinking of an empire falling. We hkve 
other great names to mention — ^none, I think, 
however, so great or so gloomy. 
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LECTURE THE SECOND 

CONGREVE AND ADDISON 

A GREAT number of years ago, before the passing 
of the Reform Bill, tiiere existed at Cambridge a 
certain debating club, called the " Union '*; and I 
remember that there was a tradition amongst the 
undergraduates who frequented that renowned 
school of oratory, that the great leaders of the 
Opposition and Government had their eyes upon 
the University Debating Club, and that if a man 
distinguished himself there he ran some chance of 
being returned to Parliament as a great nobleman's 
nominee. So Jones of John's, or Thomson of 
Trinity, would rise in their might, and draping 
themselves in their gowns, rally round the mon- 
archy, or hurl defiance at priests and kings, with 
the majesty of Pitt or the fire of Mirabeau, fancy- 
ing all the while that the great nobleman's emissary 
was listening to the debate from the back benches, 
where he was sitting with the family seat in his 
pocket. Indeed, the legend said that one or two 
young Cambridge-men, orators of the Union, were 
actusdly caught up thence, and carried down to 
Cornwall or old Sarum, and so into Parliament. 
And many a young fellow deserted the jogtrot 
University curriculum, to hang on in the dust 
behind the fervid wheels of fiie parliamentary 
chariot. 

Where, I have often wondered, were the sons of 
peers and members of Parliament in Anne's and 
George's time? Were they all in the army, or 
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hunting in the country, or boxing the watch? 
How was it that the young gentlemen from the 
University got such a prodigious number of places? 
A lad composed a neat copy of verses at Christ- 
church or Trinity, in which the death of a great 
personage was bemoaned, the French king assailed, 
the Dutch or Prince Eugene complimented, or the 
reverse; and the party in power was presently to 
provide for the young poet; and a comnussioner- 
ship, or a post in the Stamps, or the secretar3^hip 
of an Embassy, or a clerkship in the Treasury, 
came into the bard's possession. A wonderful 
fruit-bearing rod was that of Busby's. What have 
men of letters got in our time? Think, not only 
of Swift, a king fit to rule in any time or empire — 
but Addison, Steele, Prior, Tickell, Congreve, John 
Gay, John Dennis, and many others, who got 
public employment, and pretty little pickings out 
of the public purse. The wits of whose names we 
shall treat in this lecture and two following, all 
(save one) touched the King's coin, and haid, at 
some period of their lives, a happy quarter-day 
coming round for them. 

They all began at school or college in the regular 
way, producing panegyrics upon public characters, 
what were called odes upon public events, battles, 
sieges, court marriages and deaths, in which the 
gods of Olympus and the tragic muse were fatigued 
with invocations, according to the fashion of the 
time in France and in England. Aid us Mars, 
Bacchus, Apollo, cried Addison, or Congreve, sing- 
ing of William or Marlborough. " Accourez^ 
chastes nymphes de Parnasse/* says Boileau, cele- 
brating the Grand Monarch. " Des sons que ma 
lyre enfante, marquez en bien la cadence, et vous, 
vents, faites silence! je vats parler de Louis!" 
Schoolboys' themes and foundation exercises are 
the only relics left now of this scholastic fashion. 
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The Olympians are left quite undisturbed in their 
mountsun. What man of note, what contributor 
to the poetry of a country newspaper, would now 
think of writing a congratulatory ode on the birth 
of the heir to a dukedom, or the marriage of a 
nobleman ? In the past century the young gentle- 
men of the Universities all exercised themselves at 
these queer compositions; and some got fame, and 
some gained patrons and places for life, and many 
more took nothing by these efEorts of what they 
were pleased to call their muses. 

William Congreve's Pindaric Odes are still to be 
found in ** Johnson's Poets," that now unfre- 
quented poets' comer, in which so many forgotten 
big-wigs have a niche — ^but though he was also 
voted to be one of the greatest tragic poets of any 
day, it was Congreve's wit and humour which first 
recommended him to courtly fortune. And it is 
recorded, that his first play, the " Old Bachelor," 
brought our author to the notice of that great 
patron of English muses, Charles Montague Lord 
Halifax, who being desirous to place so eminent a 
wit in a state of ease and tranquillity, instantly 
made him one of the Commissioners for hcensing 
hackney-coaches, bestowed on him soon after a 
place in the Pipe-office, and likewise a post in the 
Custom-house of the value of ;^6oo. 

A commissionership of haclmey-coaches — z. post 
in the Custom-house — a place in the Pipe-office, 
and all for writing a comedy! Doesn't it sound 
like a fable, that place in the Pipe-office? Ah, 
I'heureux temps que celui de ces fables! Men of 
letters there still be; but I doubt whether any 
Pipe-offices are left. The public has smoked them 
long ago. 

Words, like men, pass current for a while with 
the public, and being known everywhere abroad, at 
length take their places in society; so even the 
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Anost secluded and refined ladies here present will 

nave heard the phrase from their sons or brothers 

at school, and will permit me to callrWilliam Con- 

J ^reve, Esqmre, the most eminent literary ** swell " 

Cof his age/ In my copy of " Johnson's Lives *' 
Congreve's wig is -die tallest, and put on with the 
jauntiest air of all the laurelled worthies. " I am 
the great Mr Congreve>" he seems to say, looking 
out from his voluminous curls. People called him 
the great Mr Congreve. From the beginning of 
his career until the end everybody admired him. 
Having got his education in Ireland, at the same 
school and college with Swift, he came to live in 
the Middle Temple, London, where he luckily 
bestowed no attention to the law; but splendidly 
frequented the coffee-houses and theatres, and 
appeared in the side-box, the tavern, the Piazza, 
and the Mall, brilliant, beautiful, and victorious 
from the first. Everybody acknowledged the 
^ young chieftain. The great Mr Dryden declared 
that he was equal to Shakspeare, and bequeathed 
to him his own undisputed poetical crown, and 
writes of him, " Mr Congreve has done me the 
favour to review the ' ^neis,' and compare my 
version with the originaL I shall never be 
ashamed to own that tb^ excellent young man has 
showed me many faults which I have endeavonred 

. to correct" 

The ** excellent 3roung man " was but three or 
four-and-twenty when the great Dryden thus 
spoke of him: the greatest literary chief in Eng- 
land, the veteran field-marshal of letters, himself 
the marked man of all Europe, and the centre of a 
school of wits, who daily gathered round his chair 
and tobacco-pipe at Wills'. Pope dedicated his 
" Iliad " to him; Swift, Addison, Steele, all ac- 
knowledge Congreve's rank, and lavish compliments 
upon him. Voltaire went to wait upon him as onione 
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of the Representatives of Literature — ^and the man 
who scarce praises any other Uving person, who 
flung abuse at Pope, and Swift, and Steele, and 
Addison — ^the Grub Street Timon, old John Dennis, 
was hat in hand to Mr Congreve; and said, that 
when he retired from the stage. Comedy went with 
him. 

Nor was he less victorious elsewhere. He was 
admired in the drawing-rooms as well as the coffee- 
houses; as much beloved in the side-box as on the 
stage. He loved, and conquered, and jilted the 
beautiful Bracegirdle, the heroine of all his plays, 
the favourite of all the town of her day — and tiie 
Duchess of Marlborough, Marlborough's daughter, 
had such an admiration of him, that when he died 
she had an ivory figure made to imitate him, and a 
large wax doll with gouty feet to be dressed just 
as the great Congreve's gouty feet were dressed in 
his great lifetime. He saved some money by his 
Pipe-ofi5ce, and his Custom-house office, and his 
Hackney-coach-office, and nobly left it, not to Brace- 
girdle, who wanted it, but to the Duchess of Marl- 
borough, who didn't. 

How can I introduce to you that merry and 
shsuariess Conuc Muse who won him such a reputa- ^ 
tion? Nell Gwynn's servant fought the other 
footman for having called his mistress a bad name; 
and in like manner, and with pretty like epithets, 
Jeremy Collier attacked that godless, reckless 
Jezebel, the English comedy of his time, and called 
her what Nell Gwynn's man's fellow-servants 
called Nell Gwynn's man's mistress. The servants 
of the theatre, Dryden, Congreve, and others, 
defended themselves with the same success, ancLfor ^ 
the same cause which set Nell's lackey fighting. jShe 
was a disreputable, daring, laughing, painted French- . 
baggage, that Comic Muse. She came over from '' 
the continent with Charles (who chose many more 
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of his female friends there) at the Restoration — a 
wild, dishevelled Lais, witii eyes bright with wit 
and wine — 2l saucy court-favourite that sate at the 
King's knees, and laughed in his face, and when 
she showed her bold cheeks at her chariot-window, 
had some of the noblest and most famous people 
of the land bowing round her wheel. She was 
kind and popular enough, that daring Comedy, 
that audacious poor Nell — she was gay and 
generous, kind, frank, as such people can afiord to 
be: and the men who lived with her and laughed 
with her, took her pay and drank her wine, turned 
out when the Puritans hooted her, to fight and 
*> defend her. But the jade was indefensible, and it 
is pretty certain her servants knew it. 

There is life and death going on in every thing: 
truth and Ues always at battle. Pleasure is always 
warring against self-restraint. Doubt is alwa}^ 
crying Psha, and sneering. A man in life, a 
humourist in writing about life, sways over to one 
principle or the other, and laughs with the rever- 
ence for right and the love of truth in his heart, or 
laughs at &ese from the other side. Didn't I tell 
you that dancing was a serious business to Harle- 
quin? I have read two or three of Congreve's 
plays over before speaking of him ; and my feelings 
were rather like those, which I daresay most of us 
here have had, at Pompeii, looking at Sallust's 
^ house and the relics of an orgy, a dried wine-jar or 
two, a charred supper-table, the breast of a danc- 
ing girl pressed against the ashes, the laughing 
skuU of a jester, a perfect stillness round about, as 
the Cicerone twangs his moral, and the blue sky~ 
/ shines calmly over the ruin. The Congreve muse 
(^ is dead, and her song choked in Time's ashes. * We 
gaze at the skeleton, and wonder at the life which 
once revelled in its mad veins. We take the skull 
up, and muse over the frolic and daring, the wit. 
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scorn, passion, hope, desire, with which that 
empty bowl once fermented. We think of the 
glances that allured, the tears that melted, of the 
bright eyes that shone in those vacant sockets; and 
of lips whispering love, and cheeks dimpling with 
smiles that once covered yon ghastly yellow frame- 
work. They used to call those teeth pearls once. 
See! there's the cup she drank from, the gold- 
chain she wore on her neck, the vase which held the 
rouge for her cheeks, her looking-glass, and the harp 
she used to dance to. Instead of a feast we find a 
gr^e-stone, and in place of a mistress, a few bones ! 
^^eading in these plays now, is like shutting your | 
ears and looking at people dancing. What does it \ ^^ 
mean? the measures, the grimaces, the bowing, ^ 
shuffling and retreating, the cavalier seul advancing 
upon those ladies — ^those ladies and men twirling 
round at the end in a mad galop, after which every- 
body bows and the quaint rite is celebrated. 
Witiiout the music we can't understand that comic 
dance of the last century — ^its strange gravity and 
gaiety, its decorum or its indecorum. It has a 
jargon of its own quite unlike life; a sort of moral 
of its own quite unlike life too. /I'm afraid it's a 
Heathen mystery, symbolising ft Pagan doctrine; 
protesting, as ijie Pompeians very likely were, 
assembled at their theatre and laughing at their 
games — as Sallust and his friends, and their mis- 
tresses protested — crowned with flowers, with cups 
in their hands, against the new, hard, ascetic, 
pleasure-hating doctrine, whose gaunt disciples, 
lately passed over from the Asian shores of the 
Mediterranean, were for breaking the fair images of 
Venus, and flinging the altars of Bacchus down. 

I fancy poor Congreve's theatre is a temple of 
Pagan delights, and mysteries not permitted except 
among heathens. I fear the theatre carries down 
that ancient tradition and worship, as masons have 
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carried their secret signs and rites from temple to 
temple. When the hbertine hero carries off the 
beauty in the play, and the dotard is laughed to 
scorn for having the young wife: in the ballad, 
when the poet bids his mistress to gather roses while 
she may, and warns her that old Time is still 
a-flying: in the ballet, when honest Corydon courts 
PhQlis under the treillage of the pasteboard cottage, 
and leers at her over the head of grandpapa in red ! 
stockings, who is opportunely asleep; and when' 
seduced by the invitations of the rosy youth she 
comes forward to the foothghts, and tiiey perform 
on each other's tiptoes that pas which you all know, 
and which is only interrupted by old grandpapa 
awaking from his doze at the pasteboard chalet 
(whither he returns to take another nap in case the 
young people get an encore): when Harlequin, 
splendid in youth, strength, and agiUty, arrayed in 
gold and a thousand colours, springs over the 
heads of countless perils, leaps down tiie throat of 
bewildered giants, and, dauntless and splendid, 
dances danger down: when Mr Punch, that god- 
less old rebel, breaks every law and laughs at it 
with odious triumph, outwits his lawyer, buUies 
the beadle, knocks his wife about the head, and 
hangs the hangman — don't you see in the comedy, 
in &e song, in the dance, in the ragged httle 
Punch's puppet-show — liie Pagan protest ?\ 
Doesn't it seem as if Life puts in its plea and sings 
its comment? Look how the lovers walk and hold 
each other's hands and whisper ! Sings the chorus 
— " There is nothing like love, there is nothing like 
youth, there is nothing like beauty of your spring 
time. Look! how old age tries to meddle with 
merry sport! Beat him with his own crutch, the 
wrinkled old dotard ! There is nothing like youth, 
there is nothing like beauty, there is nothing like 
strength. Strength and valour win beauty and 
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youth. Be brave and conquer. Be young and 
happy. Enjoy, enjoy, enjoy! Would you know 
the Segreto per esser felicef Here it is, in a smiling 
mistress and a sup of Falemian." As the boy 
tosses the cup and smgs his song. Hark! what 
is that chaunt coming nearer and nearer? What 
is that dirge which will disturb us? The lights of 
the festival bum dim — ^the cheeks turn pale — ^the 
voice quavers — and the cup drops on the floor. 
Who's there ? Death and Fate are at the gate, and 
they will come in. 

Congreve's comic feast flares with lights, and .' 
round the table, empt3nuig their flaming bowls of 
drink, and exchanging the wildest jests and 
ribaldry, sit men and women, waited on by rascally 
valets and attendants as dissolute as their mis- 

C tresses — perhaps the very worst company in the 
^ world. There doesn't seem to be a pjretence of 
QmoralSy^At the head of the table sitslMirabel or 
Belmoi^dressed in the French fashion ahd waited 

[Their calling is to be irresistible, and to conquer 
everywhere^ Like the heroes of the chivalry 
story, whose long-winded loves and combats they 
were sending out of fashion, they are ^hN^,ys 
splendid and triumphant— overcome all dangers, 
vanquish all enemies, and win the beauty at the 

Cend. Fathers, husbands, usurers are the foes these y. 
champions contend with. They are merciless in 
old age, invariably, and an old man plays the part 
in the dramas, which the wicked enchsmter or the 
great blundering giant performs in the chivalry 
tales, who threatens and grumbles and resists — a 
huge stupid obstacle always overcome by the 
knight. It is an old man with a money-box: Sir 
Be]mour his son or nephew spends his money and 
laughs at him. It is an old man with a young ^ 
wife whom he locks up: Sir Mirabel robs lum of 
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his wife, trips up his gouty old heels and leaves the 
old huux — ^the old fool, what business has he to 
hoard his money, or to lock up blushing eighteen? 
.^ Money is for youth, love is for youth, away with the 
^' r- ;«t-^* old people. "When MiUftmaff tt is sixty, having of 
.,,^.^j^v") /course divorced the first Lady Millaman t, and 
i married his friend Doricourt's grand-daughteriout of 
the nursery — ^it will be his turn ; and young Belmour 
. will make a fool of him. All this pretty morality 
\you have intoe comedies of William Congreve, 
Esq. They are full of wit. Such manners as he 
observes, he observes with great humour; but ah! 
it*s a weary feast that banquet of wit where no 
love is^ It palls very soon; sad indigestions 
follow it and lonely blajik headaches in the morn- 
ing. 

I can't pretend to quote scenes from the splendid 
Congreve's plays — ^which are undeniably bright, 
witty, and daring — any more than I could ask you 
to hear the dialogue of a witty bargeman and a 
brilliant fishwpman exchanging compliments at 
,.,Billingsgate;X^ut some of his verses — ^they were 
amongst the most famous l3nics of the time, and 
pronounced equal to Horace by his contemporaries 
— ^may give an idea of his power, of his grage, of 
w his daring manner, his magSf&cence in compli- 
menl^anS. his polished sarcasni. He writes as if 
he was so accustomed to conquer, that he has a poor 
opinion of his victims. [Nothing's new exc ept 
their faces, says he, " Every woman is the sameT^ 
He says this in his first comedy, which he wrote 
languidly in illness, when he was an "excellent 
young man." Richelieu at eighty could have 
hardly said a more excellent thing. 

When he advances to make one of his conquests 
it is with a splendid gallantry, in full uniform and 
with the fid(Ues playing, like Grammont's French 
dandies attacking the breach of Lerida. 

•J 
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Cease, cease to ask her name," he writes of a 
young lady at the Wells at Tunbridge, whom he 
salutes willi a magnificent compliment — 

" Cease, cease to ask her name. 
The crowned Muse's noblest themey 
Whose glory by immortal fame 

Sh^l only sounded be. 
But if you long to know, 
Then look round yonder dazzling row, 
Who most does like an angel show 

You may be sure 'tis she." 

Here are lines about another beauty, who per- 
haps was not so well pleased at the poet's manner 
of celebrating her — 

** When Lesbia first I saw, so heavenly fair. 
With eyes so bright and with that awful air, 
I thought my heart would durst so high aspire 
As bold as his who snatched celestial fire. 
But soon as e'er the beauteous idiot spoke, 
Forth from her coral lips such folly broke ; 
Like balm the trickling nonsense heal'd my wound. 
And what her eyes enmralled, her tongue unbound." 

Amoret is a cleverer woman than the lovely 
Lesbia, but the poet does not seem to respect one 
much more than the other; and describes both 
with exquisite satirical humour — 

** Fair Amoret is gone astray. 

Pursue and seek her every lover ; 
1*11 tell the signs by which you may 
The wandering shepherdess discover. 

Coquet and coy at once her air, 
Both studied, though both seem neglected ; 

Careless she is with artful care, '^ 
Affecting to be unaffected. 

With skill her eyes dart every gl^ce. 

Yet change so soon you'd ne er suspect them ; 

For she'd persuade they wound by chapce, 
Though certain aim and art direct them. 



n seem r 
are, ^ 



50 The English Humourists 

She likes herself, yet others hates 
For that which m herself she prizes ; 

And, while she laughs at them, forgets 
She is the thing which she despises." 

What could Amoret have done to bring down 
such shafts of ridicule upon her? Could she have 
resisted the irresistible Mr Congreve? Could any- 
body? Could Sabina, when she woke and heard 
such a bard singing under her window. See, he 
writes — 

** See ! see, she wakes — Sahina wakes ! 

And now the sun begins to rise : 
Less glorious is the morn, that breaks 

From his bright beams, than her fair eyes 
With light united day they give; 

But different fates ere night fulfil : 
How many by his warmth will live ! 

How many will her coldness kill ! " 

Are you melted? Don't you think him a divine 
man ? If not touched by the brilliant Sabina, hear 
the devout Selinda: — 

** Pious Selinda goes to prayers. 

If I but ask her favour ; 
And yet the silly fool's in tears, 

If she believes I'll leave her : 
Would I were free from this restraint, 

Or else had hopes to win her : 
Would she could make of me a saint, 

Or I of her a sinner !" 

What a conquering air there is about these! 
What an irresistible Mr Congreve it is! Sinner! 
of course he will be a sinner, the delightful rascal ! 
Win her; of course he will win her, tiie victorious 
rogue! He knows he will: he must — ^with such a 
grace, with such a fashion, with such a splendid 
embroidered suit — ^you see him with red-heeled 
shoes deliciously turned out, passing a fair jewelled 
hand through his dishevelled periwig, and deliver- 
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ing a killing ogle along with his scented billet. 
And Sabina? What a comparison that is between 
the nymph and the sun ! The sun gives Sabina the 
ptis, and does not venture to rise before her lady- 
ship: the mom's bright beams are less glorious than 
her fair eyes: but before night everybody will be 
frozen by her glances: everybody but one lucky 
rogue who shall be nameless: Louis Quatorze in all 
his glory is hardly more splendid than our Phoebus 
Apollo of the Mail and Spring Garden. 

When Voltaire came to visit the great Congreve, 
the latter rather affected to despise his literary 
reputation, and in this perhaps the great Congreve 
was not far wrong. A touch of Steele's tenderness I 
is worth all his finery — a flash of Swift's lightning ' 
— ^a beam of Addison's pure sunshine, and his 
tawdry play-house taper is invisible. But the 
ladies loved him, and he was undoubtedly a pretty 
fellow. 

We have seen in Swift a humourous philosopher, . 
whose truth frightens one, and whose laughter ^ 
makes one melancholy. We have had in Congreve 
a humourous observer of another school, to whom 
the world seems to have no moral at all, and whose > 
ghastly doctrine seems to be that we should eat, 
drink, and be merry when we can, and go to the 
deuce (if there be a deuce) when the time comes. -* 
We come now to a humour that flows from quite a 
different heart and spirit — a wit that makes us 
laugh and leaves us good and happy; to one of the 
kindest benefactors that society has ever had, and 
iTJefieve youTiave divined already that I am about 
to mention Addison's honoured name. 

From reading over his writings, and the bio- 
graphies which we have of him, amongst which the 
famous article in the " Edinburgh Review " may 
be cited as a magnificent statue of the great writer 
and moralist of tifie last age, raised by the love and 
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the marvellous skill and genius of one of the most 
illustrious artists of our own; looking at that calm, 
fair face, and clear countenance — ^tiiose chiselled 
features pure and cold, I can't but fancy that this 
great man, in this respect,- like him of whom we 
spoke in the last lecture, was also Qpe of the lonely 
one§ of the world. Such men have very few eqtrals; 
and they don't herd with those. It is in the 
nature of such lords of intellect to be solitairy — ^they 
are in the world but not of it; and our minor 
struggles, brawls, successes, pass under them. 
•^ idnd, just, serene, impartial, his fortitude not 
tried beyond easy endurance, his affections not 
much used, for his books were his family, and his 
society was in pubUc; admirably wiser, wittier, 
calmer, and more instructed than almost every 
man with whom he met, how could Addison sufEer, 
desire, admire, feel much? I may expect a child 
to admire me for being taller or writing more 
cleverly than she; but how can I ask my superior 
to say that I am a wonder when he knows better 
than I? In Addison's days you could scarcely 
show him a Hterary performance, a sermon, or a 
-poem, or a piece of hterary criticism, but he felt 
he could do better. His justice must have made 
>him indifferent. He didn't praise, because he 
'^^measured his compeers by a higher standard than 
common people have. How was he who was so 
tall to look up to any but the loftiest genius ? He 
must have stooped to put himself on a level with 
most men. .By that profusion of graciousness 
and smiles/ witii which Goethe or Scott, for in- 
stance, greeted almbst every literary beginner, 
every small hterary adventurer who came to his 
court and went away charmed from the great king's 
audience, and cuddling to his heart -die comph- 
ment which his hterary majesty had paid him — 
each of the two goodnatured potentates of letters 
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brought their star and riband into discredit. 
Everybody had his Majesty's orders. Everybody 
had his Majesty's cheap portrait, on a box sur- 
rounded with diamonds worth twopence a-piece. 
A very great and just and wise man ought not to 
praise mdiscriminately, but give his idea of the 
truth. Addison praises the ingenious Mr Pinketh- 
man: Addison praises the ingenious Mr Doggett 
the actor, whose benefit is coming off that night : 
Addison praises Don Saltero: Addison praises 
Milton with all his heart, bends his knee and 
frankly pa3rs homage to that imperial genius. But 
between those degrees of his men his praise is very 
scanty. I don't think the great Mr Addison 
liked young Mr Pope, the Papist, much; I don't 
think he abused him. But when Mr Addison's 
men abused Mr Pope, I don't think Addison took 
his pipe out of his mouth to contradict them. 

Addison's father was a clergyman of good repute 
in Wiltshire, and rose in the Church. His famous 
son never lost his clerical training and scholastic 
gravity, and was called " a parson in a tye-wig " in 
London afterwards at a time when tye-wigs were 
only worn by the laity, and the fathers of theology 
did not think it decent to appear except in a full 
bottom. Having been at school at Salisbury, and *' 
the Charterhouse, in 1687, when he was fifteen / 
years old he went to Queen's College, Oxford, 
where he speedily began to distinguish himself by 
the making of Latin verses. The beautiful and 
fanciful poem of " The Pigmies and the Cranes " 
is still read by lovers of that sort of exercise; and 
verses are extant in honour of King WiUiam, by 
which it appears that it was the loyal youth's 
custom to toast that sovereign in bumpers of 
purple L3raeus; and many more works are in the 
Collection, including one on the Peace of R3rswick, 
i& 1697, which was so good that Montague got him 
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a pension of ;£300 a year, on which Addison set out 
on. his travels. 

During his ten years at Oxford, Addison had 
deeply imbued himself with the Latin poetical 
^ literature, and had these poets at his fingers' ends 
when he travelled in Italy. His patron went out of 
office, and his pension was unpaid: and hearing 
that this great scholar, now eminent and known to 
the Uterati of Europe (the great Boileau, upon 
perusal of Mr Addison's elegant hexameters, was 
first made aware that Englajid was not altogether 
a barbarous nation) — Shearing that the celebrated 
Mr Addison, of Oxford, proposed to travel as 
governor to a young gentleman on the grand tour, 
the great Duke of Somerset proposed to Mr 
Addison to accompany his son. Lord Hartford. 

Mr Addison was delighted to be of use to his 
Grace and his lordship, his Grace's son, and ex- 
pressed himself ready to set forth. 

His Grace the Duke of Somerset now announced 
to one of the most famous scholars of Oxford and 
Europe that it was his gracious intention to allow 
my Lord Hartford's tutor one hundred guineas per 
annum. Mr Addison wrote back that his services 
were his Grace's, but he by no means found his 
account in the recompense for them. The negotia- 
tion was broken ofi. They parted with a pro- 
fusion of congees on one side and the other. 

Addison remained abroad for some time, living 
in the best society of Europe. How could he do 
otherwise? He must have been one of the finest 
: gentlemen the world ever saw: at all moments of 
^Ufe serene and courteous, cheerful and calm. He 
could scarcely ever have had a degrading thought. 
He might have omitted a virtue or two, or many, 
but could not have had committed many faults for 
which he need blush or turn pale. When warmed 
into confidence, his conversation appears to have 



Congreve and Addison 55 

been so delightful that the greatest wits sat rapt 
and charmed to listen to him. No man bore 
poverty and narrow fortune with a more lofty 
cheerfulness. His letters to his friends at this 
period of his life, when he had lost his government 
pension and given up his college chances, are full of 
courage and a gay confidence and philosophy: 
and they are none the worse in my eyes, and I hope 
not in those of his last and greatest biographer 
(though Mr Macaulay is bound to own and lament 
a certain weakness for wine, which the great and 
good Joseph Addison notoriously possessed, in 
common with countless gentlemen of his time), 
because some of the letters are written when his 
honest hand was shaking a little in the morning 
after libations to purple Lyaeus over-night. He 
was fond of drinking the healths of his friends: he 
writes to Wyche, of Hamburgh, gratefully remem- 
bering Wyche's " hoc." " I have been drinking 
your health to-day with Sir Richard Shirley," he 
writes to Bathurst. " I have lately had the 
honour to meet my Lord Effingham at Amster- 
dam, where we have drunk Mr Wood's health a 
hundred times in excellent champagne," he writes 
again. Swift describes him over his cups, when 
Joseph yielded to a temptation which Jonathan 
resisted. Joseph was of a cold nature, and needed 
perhaps the fire of wine to warm his blood. If he 
was a parson, he wore a tye-wig, recollect. A 
better and more Christian man scarcely ever 
breathed than Joseph Addison. If he had not ' 
that Httle weakness for wine — ^why, we could 
scarcely have found a fault with him, and could 
not have liked him as we do. 

At thirty-three years of age, this most distin- 
guished wit, scholar, and gentieman was without a 
profession and an income. His book of " Travels ** 
had failed: his " Dialogues on Medals " had had no 
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particular success: his Latin verses, even though 
reported the best since Virgil, or Statins at any 
rate, had not brought hifii a Government place, 
and Addison was living up two shabby pair of 
stairs in the Ha5rmarket (in a poverty over which 
old Samuel Johnson rather chuckles), when in 
these shabby rooms an emissary from Govern- 
ment and Fortune came and found him. A poem 
was wanted about the Duke of Marlborough's 
victory of Blenheim. Would Mr Addison write 
one? Mr Boyle, afterwards Lord Carleton, took 
back the reply to the Lord Treasurer Godolphin, 
that Mr Addison would. When the poem had 
reached a certain stage, it was carried to Godolphin ; 
and the last lines which he read were these: — 

*' But O, my muse ! what numbers wilt thou find 
To sing the furious troops in battle join'd ? 
Methinks I hear the drum's tumultuous sound, 
The victors' shouts and dying groans confound ; 
The dreadful burst of cannon rend the skies, 
And all the thunders of the battle rise. 
'Twas then great Marlborough's mighty soul was proved. 
That, in the shock of charging hosts unmoved, 
Amidst confusion, horror, and despair. 
Examined all the dreadful scenes of war : 
In peaceful thought the field of death surveyed. 
To fainting squadrons lent the timely aid, 
Inspired repulsed battalions to engage, 
And taught the doubtful battle where to rage. 

ASo when an angel by divine command. 
With rising tempests shakes a guilty land 
(Such as of late o'er pale Britannia passed). 
Calm and serene he drives the furious blast ; 
And, pleased the Almighty's orders to perform, 
Rides on the whirlwind and directs the storm." 

Addison left off at a good moment. That simile 
was pronounced to be of the greatest ever pro- 
duced in poetry. That angel, that good angel, 
flew ofE with Mr Addison, and landed him in the 
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place of Commissioner of Appeals — ^vice Mr Locke 
providentially promoted. In the following year, 
Mr Addison went to Hanover with Lord HaUfax, 
and the year after was made Under-Secretary of 
State. O angel visits! you come "few and far 
between " to literary gentlemen's lodgings! Your 
wings seldom quiver at second-floor windows now! 
You laugh ? You think it is in the power of few 
writers now-a-days to call up such an angel? 
Well perhaps not; but permit us to comfort our- 
selves by pointing out that there are in the poem of 
the " Campaign " some as b ad line s as heart can ^ 
desire: and to hint that Mr Addison did very 
wisely in not going further with my Lord Godol- 
pbin than that angelical simile. Do allow me, 
just for a little harmless mischief, to read you some 
of ilie imes which follow. Here is the interview 
between the Duke and the King of the Romans 
after the battle: — 

** Austria's young monarch, whose imperial sway 
Sceptres and thrones are destined to obey, 
Whose boasted ancestry so high extends 
That in the pagan Gods his lineage ends. 
Comes from afar, in gratitude to own 

^ The great supporter of his father's throne 

I What tides of glory to his bosom ran 

Clasped in th' embraces of the godlike man ! 
How were his eyes with pleasing wonder fixt, 
To see such fire with so much sweetness mixt ! 
Such easy greatness, such a graceful port. 
So learned and finished for the camp or court ! " 

How many fourth-form boys at Mr Addison's 
school of Charterhouse could write as well as that 
now? The "Campaign" has blunders, trium- 
phant as it was; and weak points like all cam- 
paigns. 

In the year 17 18 " Cato " came out. Swift has 
left a description of the first night of the perform- 
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ance. All the laurels of Europe were scarcely \ 
sufficient for the author of this prodigious poem. ^ 
Laudations of Whig and Tory chiefs, popular 
ovations, complimentary garlands from literary 
men, translations in aU languages, delight and 
homage from all — save from John Dennis in a 
minority of one— Mr Addison was called the 
" great Mr Addison " after this. The Cofiee-house 
Senate saluted him Divus: it was heresy to ques- 
tion that decree. 
Meanwhile he was writing political papers and 
dvancing in the political profession. He went 
Secretary to Ireland. He was appointed Secretary 
of State in 17 17. And letters of his are extant, 
bearing date some year or two before, and written 
to young Lord Warwick, in which he addresses 
him as " My dearest lord," and asks affectionately 
about his studies, and writes very prettily about 
nightingales, and birds'-nests, which he has found 
at Fulham for his lordship. Those nightingales 

^ were intended to warble in the ear of Lord War- 
wick's mamma. Addison married her lad3rship in 

1 17 16; and died at Holland House three years after 
that splendid but dismal union. 

But it is not for his reputation as the great 
author of " Cato *' and the '* Campaign," or for 
his merits as Secretary of State, or for his rank and 
high distinction as my Lady Warwick's husband, 
or for his eminence as an Examiner of political 
questions on the Whig side, or a Guardian of 
British Hberties, that we admire Joseph Addison. 

"^t is as a Tatler of small talk and a Spectator of 
mankind, that we cherish and love him, and owe 
as much pleasure to him as to any human being 
that ever wrote. He came i n that nrtifininl tigr, 
and began to spealr^Wl tn his" noble, nn turnil vnirr 
H c - came, Qi e gent l e sa Hi 1 st, wno hit no unfair 
blow; the ki^id'-jtEdge wno castigated only in smil- 
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ing. While Swift went about, hanging and ruth- 
less — ei literary Jeffries — ^in Addison'skindcourt 
^^}}j V}iT)^v ra-Qftfi ^^^rft -hrjptfl' only peccaoiiloes 
and small sins against society: only a dangerous 
libertinism in tuckers and hoops; or a nuisance in 
the abuse of beaux' canes and snuff-boxes. It may 
be a lady is tried for breaking the peace of our 
sovereign lady Queen Anne, and ogling too danger- 
ously from the side-box: or a Templar for beating 
the watch, or breaking Priscian's head: or a 
citizen's wife for caring too much for the puppet- 
show, and too little for her husband and children: 
every one of the little sinners brought before him 
is amusing, and he dismisses each with the pleas- 
antest penalties and the most charming words of 
admonition. 

Addison wrote his papers as gaily as if he was 
going out for a holiday. When Steele's " Tatler " 
first began his prattle, Addison, then in Ireland, 
caught at his friend's notion, poured in paper after 
paper, and contributed the stores of his mind, the 
sweet fruits of his reading, the delightful gleanings 
of his daily observation, with a wonderful profu- 
sion, and as it seemed an almost endless fecundity. 
He was six-and-thirty years old: full ^d ripe. 
He had not worked crop after crop from his brain, 
manuring hastily, subsoihng indifferently, cutting 
and sowing and cutting again, like other luckless 
cultivators of letters. He had not done much as 
yet; a few Latin poems — graceful prolusions; a 
polite book of travels; a dissertation on medals, 
not very deep; four acts of a tragedy, a great 
classical exercise; and the " Campaign," a large 
prize poem that won an enormous prize. But 
with his friend's discovery of the " Tatler," 
Addison's calUng was found, and the most delight- 
ful talker in the world began to speak. He does > 
not go very deep: let gentlemen of a profound * 
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genius, critics accustomed to the plunge of the 

^ bathos, console themselves by thinking that he 
cotddn*t go very deep. There are no traces of 
suffering in his writing. He was so good, so 
honest, so healthy, so cheerfully selfish, if I must 

< use the word. T here is no deep sentim ent. I 
doubt, until after his marriage, perhaps, whether 
he ever lost his night's rest or his day's tranquillity 
about any woman in his life: whereas poor Dick 
Steele had capacity enough to melt, and to lan- 
guish, and to sigh, and to cry his honest old eyes 
out, for a dozen. His writings do not show in- 
sight into or reverence for lie love of women, 
which I take to be, one the consequence of the 
other. He walks about the world watching their 

^ pretty humours, fashions, follies, . flirtations^ 
rivalries; and noting them with the most charming 
archness. He sees them in public, in the theatre, 
or the assembly, or the puppet-show; or at the 
toy-shop higgling for gloves and lace; or at the 
auction, batfiing togetiier over a blue porcelain 
dragon, or a darling monster in Japan; or at 
church, eyeing the width of their rivals' hoops, or 
the breadth of their laces, as they sweep down the 
aisles. Or he looks out of his window at the 
Garter in St James's Street, at Arddia's coach, as ^ 
she blazes to the drawing-room with her coronet ^ 
and six footmen; and remembering that her father 
was a Turkey merchant in the city, calculates how . 
many sponges went to purchase her earring, and '^ 
how many drums of figs to build her coach-box; 
or he demurely watches behind a tree in Spring 
Garden as Saccharissa (whom he knows under her 
mask) trips out of her chair to the alley where Sir 

^ FopUng is waiting. He sees only the public life of 
women, i Ad djson was one of the most resolute 
r.1y}>-mftA ^f his rlay. He passed""majiy hours 
daily in those haun^. Besides drinking, which. 
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alas! is past praying for; you must know it, he 
owned, too, ladies, that he indulged in that odious 
practice of smoking. Poor fellow! He was a V 
man's man, remember. The only woman he did y^ 
know, he didn't write about. I take it ther^ 
would not have been much humour in that story. 

He likes to go and sit in the smoking-room at the 
Grecian, or the Devil; to pace 'Change and the 
Mall — ^to mingle in that great club of ttie world — 
sitting alone in it somehow: having good- will and 
kindness for every single man and woman in it — 
having need of some habit and custom binding him 
to some few; never doing any man a wrong (unless 
it be a wrong to hint a little doubt about a man's 
parts, and to damn him with faint praise) ; and so 
he looks on the world and pla3rs with the ceaseless 
humours of all of us — ^laughs the kindest laugh — 
points our neighbour's foible or eccentricity out to | 
us with the most good-natured, smiling confid- 
ence; and then, turning over his shoulder, whispers 
our foibles to our neighbour. What would Sir 
Roger de Coverley be without his folUes and his 
charming little brain-cracks? If the good knight 
did not call out to the people sleeping in church, 
and say '* Amen " with such a deHghtful pom- 
posity: if he did not make a speech in the assize- 
court d propos de bottes, and merely to show his 
dignity to Mr Spectator: if he did not mistake 
Madam Doll Tearsheet for a lady of quaUty in '^ 
Temple Garden: if he were wiser than he is: if he 
had not his humour to salt his life, and were but a 
mere English gentleman and game-preserver — of 
what worth were he to us? We love him for his ! 
vanities as much as his virtues. What is ridiculous 
is deUghtful in him: we are so fond of him because 
we laugh at him so. And out of that laughter, and 
out of that sweet weaknes^rand out of those harm- 
less eccentricities and foUies, and out of that 

<0n 
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touched brain, and [out of that honest manhood 
and simpHcity — ^we get a result of happmess, good- 
*' ness, tenderness, pity, -pietyTf such as, if my audi- 
ence will think their reading and hearing over, 
doctors and divines but seldom have the fortune to 
inspire. And why not? Is the glory o f Heav en 
t o be suag only by crint]?Tn*?r '!l JJKVJJL.^'^'*'*"*'^ 
Lust tke "diith be only expounded in gown and 
surplice, and out of those two vestments can 
nobody preach it? Commend me to this dear 
preacher without orders — ^this parson in the tye- 
*wig. When this man looks from the world, whose 
weaknesses he describes so benevolently, up to the 
' Heaven which shines over us all, I can hardly fancy 
a human face lighted up with a more serene rapture : 
a human intellect thrilling with a purer love and 
'^ adoration than Joseph Addison's. Listen to him: 
"^^from your childhood you have known the verses: 
but who can hear their sacred music without love 
and awe? 

** Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And nightly to the listening earth. 
Repeats the story of her birth ; 
And all the stars that round her bum, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 
What though, in solemn silence, all 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball ; 
What though no real voice nor sound, 
Among their radiant orbs be found ; 
In reason's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever singing as they shine, 
The hand that made us is divine." 

It seems to me those verses shine like the stars. 

r— They shine out of a great deep calm. When he 

turns to Heaven, a Sabbath come^ over that man's 
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mind: and his face lights up from it with a glory of 
thanks and prayer. His sense of religion stirs 
through his whole being. In the fields, in the 
town: looking at the birds in the trees: at the 
children in the streets: in the morning or in the 
moonlight: over his books in his own room: in a 
^Ppy party at a country merry-making or a town 
assembly, good-will and peace to God's creatures, 
and love and awe of Him who made them, fill his 
pure heart and shine from his kind face. If.^ 
Swift's life was the most wretched, I think Addi- ^ 
son's was one of the most enviable. A life pros- ^ 
perous and beautiful — a calm death — an immense 
fame and affection afterwards for his happy and ^ 
spotless name. 



LECTURE THE THIRD 
STEELE 

What do we look for in studying the history of a 
past age? Is it to learn the poUtical transactions 
and characters of the leading public men ? is it to 
make ourselves acquainted with the life and being 
of the time? If we set out with the former grave 
purpose, where is the truth, and who believes that 
he has it entire? What character of what great 
man is known to you ? You can but make guesses 
as to character more or less happy. In common 
life don't you often judge and misjudge a man's 
whole conduct, setting out from a wrong impres- 
sion ? The tone of a voice, a word said in joke, or 
a trifle in behaviour — the cut of his hair or the tie 
of his neckcloth may disfigure him in your eyes, or 
poison your good opinion; or at the end of years of 
intimacy it may be your closest friend says some- 
thing, reveals something which had previously 
been a secret, which alters all yojir views about 
him, and shows that he has been acting on quite a 
different motive to that which you fancied you 
knew. And if it is so with those you know, how 
much more with those you don't know? Say, for 
example, that I want to understand the charact^ 
of the Duke of Marlborough. I read Swift's 
history of the times in which he took a part; the 
shrewdest of observers and initiated, one would 
think, into the politics of the age — ^he hints to me 
that Marlborough was a coward, and even of doubt- 
ful miUtary capacity: he speaks of Walpole as a 

64 
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contemptible boor, and scarcely mentions, except 
to flout it, the great intrigue of the Queen's latter 
days, which was to have ended in bringing back 
the Pretender. Again, I read Marlborough's life 
by a copious archdeacon, who has the command of 
immense papers, of sonorous language, of what is 
called the best information; and I get little or no 

I insight into this secret motive which, I believe, 
influenced the whole of Marlborough's career, 
which caused his turnings and windings, his oppor- 
tune fidelity and treason, stopped his army almost 
at Paris gate, and landed him finally on the 

' Hanoverian side — ^the winning side; I get, I say, 
no truth, or only a portion of it, in tiie narrative of 
. either writer, and beUeve that Coxe's portrait or 
I Swift's portrait is quite unlike the real Churchill. I 
take this as a single instance, prepared to be as 
sceptical about any other, and say to the Muse of 
History, " O venerable daughter of Mnemos3me, 
I doubt every single statement you ever made 
since your ladyship was a Musel For all your 
grave. airs and high pretensions, you are not a whit 
more trustworthy than some of your lighter sisters 
on whom your partisans look down. You bid me 
listen to a general's oration to his soldiers: Non- 
sense ! He no more made it than Turpin made his 
d3ning speech at Newgate. You pronounce a 
panegyric of a hero: I doubt it, and say you flatter 
outrageously. You utter the condemnation of a 
loose character: I doubt it, and think you are pre- 
judiced and take the side of the Dons. You ofler 
me an autobiography: I doubt all autobiographies 
I ever read except those, perhaps, of Mr Robinson 
Crusoe, Mariner, and writers of his class. These 
have no object in setting themselves right with the 
public or their own consciences; these have no 
motive for concealment of half-truths; these call 
for no more confidence than I can cheerfully give, 

B 
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and do not force me to tax my credulity or to fortify 
it by evidence. I take up a volume of Dr Smollett, 
or a volume of the * Spectator,' and say the fiction 
carries a greater amount of truth in solution than 
the volume which purports to be all true. Out of 
the fictitious book I get the expression of the Uf e of 
the time; of the manners, of the movement, the 
dress, the pleasures, the laughter, the ridicules of 
society — ^the old times live again, and I travel in 
the old country of England. Can the heaviest 
historian do more for me ? " 

As we read in these delightful volumes of the 
" Tatler " and " Spectator," the past age returns, 
the England of our ancestors is reviv&ed. The 
May-pole rises in the Strand again in London; the 
churches are thronged with daily worshippers; the 
beaux are gathering in the coffee-houses; the 
gentry are going to the Drawing-room; the ladies 
are thronging to the toy-shops; the chairmen are 
jostling in the streets; the footmen are running 
with links before the chariots, or fighting round 
the theatre doors. In the country I see the young 
Squire riding to Eton with his servants behind him, 
and Will Wimble, the friend of the family, to see 
him safe. To make that journey from the Squire's 
and back. Will is a week on horseback. The coach 
takes five days between London and Bath. The 
judges and the bar ride the circuit. If my lady 
comes to town in her post-chariot, her people carry 
pistols to fire a salute on Captain Macheath if he 
should appear, and her couriers ride ahead to pre- 
pare apartments for her at the great caravanserais 
on the road; Boniface receives her under the 
creaking sign of the Bell or the Ram, and he and his 
chamberlains bow her up the great stair to the 
state-apartments, whilst her carriage rumbles into 
the court-yard, where the Exeter Fly is housed 
that performs the journey in eight 6a,ys; God 
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willing, having achieved its daily flight of twenty 
miles, and landed its passengers for supper and 
sleep. The curate is taking his pipe in the kitchen, 
where the Captain's man — having hung up his 
master's half pike— i$ at his bacon and eggs, 
bragging of RamiUies and Malplaquet to the town's- 
folk, who have their club in the chimney-comer. 
The Captain is ogling the chambermaid in the 
wooden gallery, or bribing her to know who is the 
pretty young mistress that has come in the coach? 
The pack-horses are in the great stable, and the 
drivers and ostlers carousing in the tap. And in 
Mrs Landlady's bar, over a glass of strong waters, 
sits a gentleman of military appearance, who 
travels with pistols, as all the rest of the world 
does, and has a rattling grey mare in the stables 
which wiU be saddled and away with its owner 
half an hour before the ** Fly " sets out on its last 
day's flight. And some Ave miles on the road, as 
the Exeter Fly comes jinghng and creaking on- 
wards, it will suddenly be brought to a halt by a 
gentleman on a grey mare, with a black vizard on 
his face, who thrusts a long pistol into the coach 
window, and bids the company to hand out their 
purses. ... It must have been no small pleasure 
even to sit in the great kitchen in those da3rs, and 
see the tide of humankind pass by. We arrive at 
places now, but we travel no more. Addison talks 
jocularly of a .diflerence of manner and costume 
being quite perceivable at Staines, where there 
passed a young fellow " with a very tolerable peri- 
wig," though, to be sure, his hat was out of fashion, 
* and had a RamiUies cock. I would have liked to 
travel in those days (being of that class of travellers 
who are proverbially pretty easy coram IcUronibus) 
and have seen my friend with the grey mare and 
the black vizard. Alas! there always came a day 
in the life of that warrior when it was the fashion 
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to accompany him as he passed — ^without his black 
mask, and with a nosegay in his hand, accom* 
panied by halberdiers and attended by the sheriff, 
— ^in a carriage without springs, and a clergyman 
jolting beside him to a spot close by Cumberland 
Gate and the Marble Arch, where a stone still 
records that here Tyburn turnpike stood. What 
a change in a century; in a few years! Within a 
few yards of that gate the fields began: the fields 
of Ins exploits, behind the hedges of which he 
lurked and robbed. A great and wealthy city has 
grown over those meadows. Were a man brought 
to die there now, the windows would be closed and 
the inhabitants keep their houses in sickening 
horror. A hundred years back, people crowded 
to see that last act of a highwayman's life, and 
make jokes on it. Swift laughed at him, grimly 
advising him to provide a Holland shirt and white 
cap crowned with a crimson or black ribbon for his 
exit, to mount the cart cheerfully — ^shake hands 
with the hangman, and so — ^farewell. Gay wrote 
the most delightful ballads, and made merry over 
the same hero. Contrast these with the writings 
of our present humourists ! Compare those morals 
and ours — those manners and ours! 

We can't tell — ^you would not bear to be told the 
whole truth regarding those men and manners. 
You could no more suffer in a British drawing- 
room, under the reign of Queen Victoria, a fine 
gentlemen or fine lady of Queen Anne's time, or 
hear what they heard and said, than you would 
receive an ancient Briton. It is as one reads 
about savages, that one contemplates the wild 
ways, the barbarous feasts, the terrific pastimes, 
of the men of pleasure of that age. We have our 
fine gentlemen, and our "fast men"; permit me 
to give you an idea of one particularly fast noble- 
man of Queen Anne's da3r8, whose biography has 
been preserved to us by the law reporters. 
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In 1691, when Steele was a boy at school, my 
Lord Mohun was tried by his peers for the murder 
of William Monntford, comedian. In "Howell's 
State-Trials," the reader will find not only an edify- 
ing account of this exceedingly fast nobleman, but 
of the times and manners of those days. My lord's 
friend, a Captain HiU, smitten with the charms of 
the beautiful Mrs Bracegirdle, and anxious to 
marry her at all hazards, determined to carry her 
ofE, and for this purpose hired a hackney-coach 
with six horses, and half-a-dozen of soldiers, to aid 
him in the storm. The coach with a pair of horses 
(the four leaders being in waiting elsewhere) took 
its station opposite my Lord Craven's house in 
Drury Lane, by which door Mrs Bracegirdle was to 
pass on her way from the theatre. As she passed 
in company of her mamma and a friend, Mr Page, 
the Captain seized her by the hand, the soldiers 
hustled Mr Page and attacked him sword in hand, 
and Captain Hill and his noble friend endeavoured 
to force Madam Bracegirdle into the coach. Mr 
Page called for help: the population of Drury Lane 
rose: it was impossible to efiect the capture; and 
bidding the soldiers go about their business, and 
the coach to drive ofi. Hill let go of his prey sulkily, 
and he waited for other opportunities of revenge. 
The man of whom he was most jealous was Will 
Mountford, the comedian; Will removed, he 
thought Mrs Bracegirdle .might be his: and accord- 
ingly the Captain and his lordship lay that night 
in wait for Will, and as he was coming out of a 
house in Norfolk Street, while Mohun engaged him 
in talk. Hill, in the words of the Attorney-General, 
made a pass and run him clean through the 
body. 

Sixty-one of my lord's peers finding him not 
guilty of murder, while but fourteen found him 
guilty, this very fast nobleman was discharged: 
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and made his appearance seven years after in 
another trial for murder — ^when he, my Lord War- 
wick, and three gentlemen of the military profes- 
sion were concerned in the fight which ended in the 
death of Captain Coote. 

This jolly company were drinking together at 
Lockit's in Charing Cross, when angry words arose 
between Captain Coote and Captain French; whom 
my Lord Mohun and my lord the Earl of Warwick 
and Holland endeavoured to pacify. My Lord 
Warwick was a dear friend of Captain Coote, lent 
him a hundred pounds to buy his commission in the 
Guards; once when the captain was arrested for 
;fi3 by his tailor, my lord lent him five guineas, 
often paid his reckoning for him, and showed him 
other ofl&ces of friendship. On this evening the 
disputants, French and Coote, being separated 
whilst they were upstairs, unluckily stopped to 
drink ale again at the bar of Lockit's. The row 
began afresh — Coote lunged at French over the bar, 
and at last all six called for chairs, and went to 
Leicester-Fields, where they fell to. Their lord- 
ships engaged on the side of Captain Coote. My 
Lord of Warwick was severely wounded in the 
hand, Mr French also was stabbed, but honest 
Captain Coote got a couple of wounds — one especi- 
ally, " a wound in the left side just under the short 
ribs, and piercing through the diaphragma," 
which did for Captain Coote. Hence the trials of 
my Lords Warwick and Mohun : hence the assem- 
blage of peers, the report of the transaction, in 
which these defunct fast men still live for the 
observation of the curious. My Lord of Warwick 
is brought to the bar by the Deputy Governor of 
the Tower of London, having the axe carried before 
him by the gentleman gaoler, who stood with it at 
the bar at the right hand of the prisoner, turning 
the edge from him; the prisoner, at his approach. 



Steele 7 1 

making three bows, one to his Grace the Lord 
High-Steward, the other to the peers on each hand; 
and his Grace and the peers return the salute. 
And besides these great personages, august in 
periwigs, and nodding to the right and left, a host 
of the small come up out of the past and pass 
before us — the jolly captains brawling in the 
tavern, and laughing and cursing over their cups — 
the drawer that serves, the bar-girl that waits, the 
bailiff on the prowl, the chairmen trudging through 
the black lampless streets, and smoking their pipes 
by the railings, whilst swords are clashing in the 
garden within. " Help there ! a gentleman is 
hurt: " the chairmen put up their pipes, and help 
the gentleman over liie railings, and carry him, 
ghastly and bleeding, to the Bagnio in Long Acre, 
where they knock up the surgeon — a pretty tall 
gentleman — ^but that wound under the short ribs 
has done for him. Surgeon, lords, captains, 
bailiffs, chairmen, and gentleman gaoler with your 
axe, where be you now? The gentleman axe- 
man's head is off his own shoulders; the lords and 
judges can wag theirs no longer; the bailiff's writs 
have ceased to run; the honest chairmen's pipes 
are put out, and with their brawny calves they 
have walked away into Hades — all as irrecoverably 
done for as Will Mountford or Captain Coote. 
The subject of our night's lecture saw all these 
people — rode in Captain Coote's company of the 
Guards very probably — ^wrote and sighed for 
Bracegirdle, went home tipsy in many a chair, 
after many a bottle, in many a tavern — fled from 
many a bailiff. 

In 1709, when the publication of the ** Tatler " 
began, our great-great-grandfathers must have 
seized upon that new and delightful paper with 
much such eagerness as lovers of light literature in 
a later day exhibited when the Waverley novels 
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appeared, upon which the public rushed, forsakiiig 
that feeble entertainment of which the Miss 
Porters, the Anne of Swanseas, and worthy Mrs 
Radcliffe herself, with her dreary castles and ex- 
ploded old ghosts, had had pretty much the 
monopoly. I have looked over many of the rmic 
. books with which our ^gcegt^rs amused themseives, 
ilronTthe novels of Swift's coadjutrix, Mrs Manley, 
Ithe delectable author of the " New Atlantis," to 
we facetious productions of Tom Durf ey, and Tom 
^rown, and Ned Ward, writer of the " London 
Spy " and several other volumes of ribaldry. The 
slang of the taverns and ordinaries, the wit of the 
Bagnios, form the strongest part of the farrago of 
which these libels are composed. In the excellent 
newspaper collection at the British Museum, you 
may see besides the '* Craftsmen " and " Postboy " 
specimens, and queer specimens they are, of the 
higher literature of Queen Anne's time. Here is 
an abstract from a notable journal bearing date, 
Wednesday, October 13th, 1708 , and entitled 
" The British Apollo; or, curious amusements for 
the ingenious, by a society of gentlemen." The 
British Apollo invited and professed to answer 
questions upon all the subjects of wit, moraUty, 
science, and even religion; and two out of its four 
pages are filled with queries and replies much like 
some of the oracular penny-prints of the present 
time. 

One of the first querists, referring to the passage 
that a bishop should be the husband of one wife, 
argues that polygamy is justifiable in the laity. 
The society of gentlemen conducting the '' British 
Apollo " are posed by this casuist, and promise to 
give him an answer. Celinda then wishes to know 
&om '' the gentlemen," concerning the souls of the 
dead, whether they shall have the satisfaction to 
know those whom they most valued in this tran- 
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sitory life. The gentlemen of the Apollo give but 
cold comfort to poor Celinda. They are inclined 
to think not: for, say they, since every inhabitant 
of those regions will be infinitely dearer than here 
are our nearest relatives — ^what have we to do 
with a partial friendship in that happy place? 
Poor Celinda! it may have been a child or a lover 
whom she had lost, and was pining after, when the 
oracle of " British Apollo ** gave her this dismal 
answer. She has solved the question for herself by 
this time, and knows quite as well as the society of 
gentlemen. 

From theology we come to physics, and Q. asks, 
*' Why does hot water freeze sooner than cold? " 
Apollo replies, " Hot water cannot b^ said to freeze 
sooner than cold, but water once heated and cold, 
may be subject to freeze by the evaporation of the 
spirituous parts of the water, which renders it less 
able to withstand the power of frosty weather." 

The next query is rather a delicate one. '' You, 
Mr Apollo, who are said to be the God of wisdom, 
pray give us the reason why kissing is so much in 
fashion: what benefit one receives by it, and who 
was the inventor, and you will oblige Corinna." 
To this queer demand the lips of Phoebus, smiling, 
answer: " Pretty innocent Corinnaf Apollo owns 
that he was a little surprised by your kissing ques- 
tion, particularly at that part of it where you desire 
to know the benefit 3rou receive by it. Ahl 
madam, had you a lover, you would not come to 
ApoUo for a solution; since there is no dispute but 
the kisses of mutual lovers give infinite satisfaction* 
As to its invention, 'tis certain nature was its 
author, and it began with the first courtship." 

After a colunm more of questions, follows nearly 
two pages of poems, signed by Philander, Armenia, 
and the like, and chiefly on the tender passion; and 
the paper wound up with a letter from Leghorn, an 
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account of the Duke of Marlborough and Prince 
Eugene before Lille, and proposals for publishing 
two sheets on the present state of iEthiopia, by- 
Mr Hill; all of which is printed for the authors by 
J. Mayo, at the Printing Press against Water Lane 
in Fleet Street. What a change it must have been 
— how Apollo's oracles must have been struck 
dumb, when the " Tatler *' appeared, and scholars, 
gentlemen, men of the world, men of genius, began 
to speak! 

Shortly before the Boyne was fought, and young 
Swift had begun to make acquaintance with Eng- 
lish court manners and English servitude, in Sir 
William Temple's family, another Irish youth was 
brought to learn his humanities at the old school 
of Charterhouse, near Smithfield; to which founda- 
tion he had been appointed by James Duke of 
Ormond, a governor of the House, and a patron of 
the lad's family. The boy was an orphan, and 
described, twenty years after, with a sweet pathos 
and simplicity, some of the earliest recollections of 
a life which was destined to be chequered by a 
strange variety of good and evil fortune. 

I am afraid no good report could be given by his 
masters and ushers of that thick-set, square-faced, 
black-eyed, soft-hearted little Irish boy. He was 
very idle. He was whipped deservedly a great 
number of times. Though he had very good parts of 
his own, he got other boys to do his lessons for him, 
and only took just as much trouble as should 
enable him to scuffle through his exercises, and by 
good fortune escape the flogging block. One 
hundred and fifty years after, I have myself in- 
spected, but only as an amateur, that instrument 
of righteous torture still existing, and in occasional 
use, in a secluded private apartment of the old 
Charterhouse School; and have no doubt it is the 
very counterpart, if not the ancient and interesting 
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machine itself, at which poor Dick Steele sub- 
mitted himself to the tormentors. 

Besides being very kind, lazy, and good-natured, 
this boy went invariably into debt with the tart- 
woman; ran out of bounds, and entered into 
pecuniary, or rather promissory, engagements 
with the neighbouring lollipop-vendors and pie- 
men — exhibited an early fondness and capacity 
for drinking mum and sack, and borrowed from all 
his comrades who had money to lend. I have no 
sort of authority for the statements here made of 
Steele's early life; but if the child is father of the 
man, the father of young Steele of Merton, who 
left Oxford without taking a degree, and entered 
the Life Guards — ^the father of Captain Steele of 
Lucases Fusiliers, who got his company through 
the patronage of my Lord Cutts — the father of 
Mr Steele the Commissioner of Stamps, the editor 
of the "Gazette," the "Tatler," and "Spec- 
tator," the expelled member of parliament, and the 
author of the '* Tender Husband " and the " Con- 
scious Lovers"; if man and boy resembled each 
other, Dick Steele the schoolboy must have been 
one of the most generous, good-for-nothing, 
amiable little creatures that ever conjugated the 
verb tupto, I beat, tuptomai, I am whipped, in any 
school in Great Britain. 

Almost every gentleman who does me the 
honour to hear me will remember that the very 
greatest character which he has seen in the course 
of his life, and the person to whom he has looked 
up with the greatest wonder and reverence, was 
* the head boy at his school. The schoolmaster 
himself hardly inspires such an awe. The head 
boy construes as well as the schoolmaster himself. 
When he begins to speak the hall is hushed, and 
every little boy listens. He writes off copies of 
Latin verses as melodiously as Virgil. He is good 
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natured, and, his own masterpieces achieved, pours 
out other copies of verses for other boys with an 
astonishing ease and fluency; the idle ones only 
trembling lest they should be discovered on giving 
in their exercises, and whipped because their poems 
were too good. I have seen great men in my time, 
but never such a great one as that head-boy of my 
childhood: we all thought he must be Prime 
Minister, and I was disappointed on meeting him 
in after life to find he was no more than six feet 
high. 

Dick Steele, the Charterhouse gownboy, con- 
tracted such an admiration in the years of his 
childhood, and retained it faithfully through his 
life. Through the school and through the world, 
whithersoever his strange fortune led this erring, 
wayward, aflectionate creature, Joseph Addison 
was dl-wBys his head-boy. Addison wrote his 
exercises. Addison did his best themes. He ran 
on Addison's messages : fagged for him and blacked 
his shoes: to be in Joe's company was Dick's 
greatest pleasure; and he took a sermon or a 
caning from his monitor with the most boundless 
reverence, acquiescence, and aflection. 

Steele found Addison a stately coUege Don at 
Oxford, and himself did not make much figure at 
this place. He wrote a comedy, which, by the 
advice of a friend, the humble fellow burned there; 
and some verses, which I dare say are as sublime as 
other gentlemen's composition at that age; but 
being smitten with a sudden love for military 
glory, he threw up the cap and gown for the saddle 
and bridle, and rode privately in the Horse Guards, 
in the Duke of Ormond's troop — ^the second — and, 
probably, with the rest of the gentlemen of his 
troop, 'Vail mounted on black horses with white 
feathers in their hats, and scarlet coats richly 
laced," marched by King William, in Hyde Park, 
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in November, 1699, and a great show of the nobility 
besides twenty thousand people, and above a 
thousand coaches. "The Guards had just got 
their new clothes," the '* London Post" said: 
" they are extraordinary grand, and thought to be 
the finest body of horse in the world." But Steele 
could hardly have seen any actual service. He 
who wrote about himself, his mother, his wife, his 
loves, his debts, his friends, and the wine he 
drank, would have told us of his battles if he had 
seen any. His old x>atron, Ormond, probably got 
him his cometcy in the Guards, from which he was 
promoted to be a captain in Lucas's Fusiliers, 
getting his company through the patronage of 
Lord Cutts, whose secretary he was, and to whom 
he dedicated his work called the ** Christian Hero." 
As for Dick, whilst writing this ardent devotional 
work, he was deep in debt, in drink, and in all the 
follies of the town; it is related that all the officers 
of Lucas's, and the gentlemen of the Guards, | 
laughed at Dick. And in .truth a theologian in I 
liquor is not a respectable object, and a hermit, 
though he may be out at elbows must not be in / 
debt to the tsdlor. Steele says of himself that he>^ 
was alw&ys sinning and repenting. He beat his 
breast and cried most piteously when he did 
repent: but as soon as crying had made him 
thirsty, he fell to sinning again. In that charming 
paper in the "Tatler," in which he records his 
father's death, his mother's grief, his own most 
solemn and tender emotions, he says he is inter- 
rupted by the arrival of a hamper of wine, ** the 
same as is to be sold at Garraway's, next week," 
upon the receipt of which he sends for three friends, 
and they fall to instantly, ** drinking two bottles / 
a-piece, with great benefit to themselves, and nof^ 
separating till two o'clock in the morning." 

His life was so. Jack the drawer was always 
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interrupting it, bringing him a bottle frc»n the 
" Rose," or inviting him over to a bout there with 
Sir Plume and Mr Diver; and Dick wiped his eyes, 
which were whimpering over his papers, took down 
his laced hat, put on his sword and wig, kissed his 
wile and chilcken, told them a lie about pressing 
business, and went off to the " Rose " to the jolly 
fellows. 

While Mr Addison was abroad, and after he 
came home in rather a dismal way to wait upon 
Providence in his shabby lodging in the Hay- 
market, young Captain Steele was cutting a much 
smarter figure than that of his classical friend of 
Charterhouse Cloister and Maudlin Walk. Could 
not some painter give an interview between the 
gallant captain of Lucas's, with his hat cocked, and 
his lace, and his face too, a trifle tarnished with 
drink, and that poet, that philosopher, pale, proud, 
and poor, his friend and monitor of school days, of 
all days? How Dick must have bragged about his 
chances and his hopes, and the fine company he 
kept, and the charms of the reigning toasts and 
popular actresses, and the number of bottles that 
he and my lord and some other pretty fellows had 
cracked over night at the " Devil," or the 
*' Garter! " Cannot one fancy Joseph Addison's 
calm smile and cold grey eyes following Dick for 
an instant, as he struts down the Mall, to dine with 
the Guard at St James's, before he turns, with|his 
sober pace and thread-bare suit, to walk back to 
his lodgings up- the two pair of stairS? Steele's 
name was down for promotion, Dick always said 
himself, in the glorious, pious, and immortal 
William's last table-book. Jonathan Swift's name 
had been written there by the same hand too. 

Our worthy friend, the author of the " Christian 
Hero," continued to make no small figure about 
town by the use of his wits. He was appointed 
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Gazetteer: he wrote, in 1703, '* The Tender Hus- 
band/' his second play, in which there is some 
delightful farcical writing, and of which he fondly 
owned in after-life, and when Addison was no more, 
that there were ** many applauded strokes " from 
Addison's beloved hand. Is it not a pleasant 
partnership to remember ? Can't one fancy Steele 
full of spirits and youth, leaving his gay company 
to go to Addison's lodging, where his friend sits in 
the shabby sittin^room, quite serene, and cheerful, 
and poor? In 1704, Steele came on the town with 
axLOther comedy, and behold it was so moral and 
religious, as poor Dick insisted, so dull the town 
thought, that the " L3dng Lover " was damned. 

Addison's hour of success now came, and he was 
able to help our friend, the *' Christian Hero," in 
such a way, that, if there had been any chance of 
keeping that poor tipsy champion upon his legs, 
his fortune was safe, and his competence assured. 
Steele procured the place of Commissioner of 
Stamps: he wrote so richly, so gracefully often, 
so kindly always, with such a pleasant wit and 
easy frankness, with such a gush of good spirits 
and good humour, that his early papers may be 
compared to Addison's own and are to be read, 
by a male reader at least, with quite an equal 
pleasure. 

After the " Tatler," in 1711, the famous " Spec- 
tator " made its appearance, and this was followed, 
at various intervals, by many periodicals under 
the same editor — the " Guardian " — ^the " English- 
man " — ^the " Lover," whose love was rather 
insipid — the " Reader," of whom the public saw 
no more after his second appearance — ^the 
"Theatre," under the pseudonym of Sir John 
Edgar, which Steele wrote, while Governor of the 
Royal Company of Comedians, to which post, and 
to that of Surveyor of the Royal Stables at Hamp- 
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ton Court, and to the Commission of the Peace for 
Middlesex, and to the honour of knighthood, 
Steele had been preferred soon after the accession 
of George I., whose cause honest Dick had nobly 
fought, through disgrace and danger, against the 
most formidable enemies, against traitors and 
bullies, against Bolingbroke and Swift in the last 
reign. With the arri\^ of the King, that splendid 
conspiracy broke up; and a golden opportunity 
came to Dick Steele, whose hand, alas, was too 
careless to grip it. 

Steele married twice; and outlived his places, his 
schemes, his wife, his income, his health, and 
almost everything but his kind heart. That 
ceased to trouble him in 1729, when he died, worn 
out and almost forgotten by his contemporaries in 
Wales, where he had the remnant of a property. 

Posterity has been kinder to this amiable 
creature; all women especially are bound to be 
grateful to SteelSTSS he was the first of our writers 
J who really. c/M*tTi<><^ •i-n QHtttiro "^SSSi. respect them. 
\ Congreve the Great, who alludes to the low estima- 
tion in which women were held in Elizabeth's 
time, as a reason why the women of Shakspeare 
make so small a figure in the poet's dialogues, 
though he can himself pay splendid compliments 
to women, yet looks on them as mere insioiiments 
of gallantry, and destined, like the most consum- 
mate fortifications, to fall, after a certain time, 
before the arts and bravery of the besieger, man. 
There is a letter of Swift's, entitled " Advice to a 
very Young Married Lady," which shows the 
Dean's opinion of the female society of his day, 
and that if he despised man he utterly scorned 
women too. No lady of our time could be treated 
by any man, were he ever so much a wit or Dean, 
in such a tone of insolent patronage and vulgar 
protection. In this performance. Swift hardly 
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cakes pains to hide his opinion that a woman id a 
:ool: tells her to read books, as if reading was a 
iovel accompUshment; and informs her that '' not 
>ne gentleman's daughter in a thousand has been 
nrought to read or understand her own natural 
ongue." Addison laughs at women e qually ;^ 
»ut, with the gentleness and politeness of his 
ature, smiles at them and watches them, as if they 
rere harmless, half-witted, amusing, pretty 
reatures, only made to be men's pla3rtiiings. It_ 
'as Steele who first began to pay a manly homage / 
> their goodness and understanding, as well as to I 
leir tenderness and beauty. In his comedies, the-^ 
ueroes do not rant and. rave about the divine 
beauties of Gloriana or Statira, as the characters ^ 
were made to do in the chivalry romtoces and the 
highyflown dramas just going out of vogue, but 
Steele admires women's virtue, acknowledges their 
sense, and adores their purity and beauty, with an 
ardour and strength which should win the good 
wiU of all women to their hearty and respectful 
champion. It is this ardour, this respect, this ^ 
manliness, which makes his comedies so pleasant v 
and their heroes such fine gentlemen. He paid the 
finest compliment to a woman that perhaps ever 
was offered. Of one woman, whom Congreve had 
also admired and celebrated, Steele says, that " to 
have loved her was a liberal education." ** How 
often," he says, dedicating a volume to his wife, 
'* how often has your tenderness removed pain from 
my sick head, how often anguish from my afilicted 
heart ! If there are such beings as guardian angels, 
they are thus employed. I cannot beUeve one of 
them to be more good in inclination, or more 
charming in form than my wife." His breast 
seems to warm and his eyes to kindle when he ^ 
meets with a good and beautiful woman, and it is 
with his heart as well as with his hat that he salutes 
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her. About children, and all that relates to home, 
he is not less tender, and more than once speaks 
in apology of what he calls his softness. He 
would have been nothing without that delightful 
weakness. It is that which gives his works their 
worth and his style its charm. It, like his life, is 
full of faults and careless blunders; and redeemed, 
like that, by his sweet and compassionate nature. 
We possess of poor Steele's wild and chequered 
life some of the most curious memoranda that ever 
were left of a man's biography. Most men's 
letters, from Cicero down to Walpole, or down to 
the great men of our own time, if you will, are 
doctored compositions, and written with an eye 
suspicious towards posterity. That dedication of 
Steele's to his wife is an artificial performance, 
possibly; at least, it is written with that degree of 
artifice which an orator uses in arranging a state- 
ment for the House, or a poet employs in preparing 
a sentiment in verse or for the stage. But there 
are some 400 letters of Dick Steele's to his wife, 
which that thrifty woman preserved accurately, 
and which could have been written but for^her and 
her alone. They contain details of the business, 
pleasures, quarrels, reconcihations of the pair; 
they have all the genuineness of conversation; 
they are as artless as a child's prattle, and as con- 
fidential as a curtain-lecture. Some are written 
from the printing-ofl&ce, where he is waiting for the 
proof sheets of his *' Gazette," or his '* Tatler "; 
some are written from the tavern, whence he 
promises to come to his wife "within a pint of 
wine," and where he has given a rendezvous to a 
friend, or a money-lender: some are composed in a 
high state of vinous excitement, when his head is 
flustered with Burgundy, and his heart abounds 
with amorous warmth for his darling Prue: some 
are under the influence of the dismal headache and 
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repentance next morning: some, alas, are from the 
lock-up house, where the lawyers have impounded 
him, and where he is waiting for bail. You trace 
many 3rears of the poor fellow's career in these 
letters. In September, 1707, from which day she 
began to save the letters, he married the beautiful 
Mistress Scurlock. You have his passionate pro- 
testations to the lady; his respectful proposals to 
her mamma; his private prayer to Heaven when 
the union so ardently desired was completed; his 
fond professions of contrition and promises of 
amendment, when, immediately after his marriage, 
there began to be just cause for the one and need 
for the other. 

Captain Steele took a house for his lady upon 
their marriage, " the third door from Germain 
Street, left hand of Berry Street," and the next 
year he presented his wife with a country house at 
Hampton. It appears she had a chariot and pair, 
and sometimes four horses: he himself enjoyed a 
little horse for his own riding. He paid, or pro- 
mised to pay, his barber fifty pounds a year, and 
always -y^ent abroad in a laced coat and a large 
black-buckled periwig, that must have cost some- 
body fifty guineas. He was rather a well-to-do 
gentleman. Captain Steele, with the proceeds of . 
his' estates in Barbadoes (left to him by his first ' 
wife), his income as a writer of the '* Gazette," and 
his office of gentleman waiter to his Royal Highness 
Prince George. His second wife brought him a 
fortune too. But it is melancholy to relate, that 
with these houses and chariots and horses and 
income, the Captain was constantly in want of 
money, for which his beloved bride was asking as 
constantly. In the course of a few pages we begin 
to find the shoemaker calling for money, and some 
directions from the Captain, who has not thirty 
pounds to spare. He sends his wife, ** the beauti- 
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fullest object in the world," as he calls her, and 
evidently in reply to applications of her own, which 
have gone the way of iil waste paper, and lighted 
Dick's pipes, which were smoked a hundred and 
forty years ago — ^he sends his wife now a guinea, 
then a half -guinea, then a couple of guineas, then 
half a pound of tea; and again no money and no 
tea at all, but a promise that his darling Prue shall 
have some in a day or two: or a request, perhaps, 
that she will send over his night-gown and shaving- 
plate to the temporary lodging where the nomadic 
captain is l3dng, hidden from "Qie baiHffs. Oh that 
a Christian hero and late captain in Lucas's should 
be afraid of a dirty sheriff's ofl&cer ! That the pink 
and pride of chivalry should turn pale before a 
writ! It stands to record in poor Dick's own 
handwriting; the queer collection is preserved at 
the British Museum to this present day; that the 
rent of the nuptial house in Jermyn Street, sacred 
to unutterable tenderness and Prue, and three 
doors from Bury Street, was not paid until after 
the landlord had put in an execution on Captain 
Steele's furniture. Addison sold the house and 
furniture at Hampton, and, after deducting the 
sum in which his incorrigible friend was indebted 
to him, handed over the residue of the proceeds of 
the sale to poor Dick, who wasn't in the least angry 
at Addison's summary proceeding, and I dare say 
was very glad of any sale or execution, the result 
of which was to give him a little ready money. 
Having a small house in ]eTm.yn Street for which 
he couldn't pay, and a country house at Hampton 
on which he had borrowed money, nothing must 
content Captain Dick but the taJking, in 171 2, a 
much finer, larger, and grander house, in Blooms- 
bury Square; where his unhappy landlord got no 
better satisfaction than his fnend in St James's, 
and where it is recorded that Dick, giving a grand 
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entertainment, had a half-dozen queer-looking 
fellows in livery to wait upon his noble guests, and 
confessed that his servants were bailifEs to a man. 
** I fared like a distressed prince/' the kindly 
prodigal writes, generously complimenting Addison 
for his assistance in the ** Tatler/' — '' I fared like a 
distressed prince, who calls in a powerful neighbour 
to his aid. I was undone by my auxiliary; when 
I had once called him in, I could not subsist with- 
out dependence on him/' Poor, needy Prince of 
Bloomsbury! think of him in his palace, with his 
allies from Chancery Lane ominously guarding 
him. 

All sorts of stories are told indicative of his 
recklessness and his good humour. One narrated 
by Dr Hoadly is exceedingly characteristic; it 
shows the life of the time : and our poor friend very 
weak, but very kind both in and out of his 
cups. 

** My father," (sa3rs Dr John Hoadly, the Bishop's 
son) — *' when Bishop of Bangor, was, by invitation, 
present at one of the Whig meetings, held at the 
Trumper, in Shoe Lane, when Sir Richard, in his 
zeal, rather exposed himself, having the double 
duty of the day upon him, as well to celebrate the 
immortal memory of King WiUiam, it being the 
4th November, as to drink his friend Addison up to 
conversation pitch, whose phlegmatic constitution 
was hardly warmed for society by that time. 
Steele was not fit for it. Two remarkable circum- 
stances happened. John Sly, the hatter of face- 
tious memory, was in the house; and John, pretty 
mellow, took it into his head to come into the com- 
pany on his knees, with a tankard of ale in his hand 
to drink off to the immortal memory, and to return 
in the same manner. Steele, sitting next my 
father, whispered him — Do laugh. It is humanity 
to laugh. Sir Richard, in the evening, being tr 



J 



86 The English Humourists 

much in the same condition, was put into a chair, 
and sent home. Nothing would serve him but 
being carried to the Bishop of Bangor's, late as it 
was. However, the chairmen carried him home, 
and got him up-stairs, when his great complaisance 
would wait on them down stairs, which he did, and 
then was got quietly to bed." 

There is another amusing story which, I believe, 
that renowned collector, Mr Joseph Miller, or his 
successors, have incorporated into their work. Sir 
Richard Steele, at a time when he was much 
occupied with theatrical affairs, built himself a 
pretty private theatre, and, before it was opened 
to his friends and guests, was anxious to try 
whether the hall was well adapted for hearing. 
Accordingly he placed himself in the most remote 
part of the gallery, and begged the carpenter who 
had built the house to spesik up from the stage. 
The man at ^ist said that he was unaccustomed to 
pubUc speaking, and did not know what to say to 
his honour; but the good-natured knight called 
out to him to say whatever was uppermost; and, 
after a moment, the carpenter began, in a voice 
perfectly audible: " Sir Richard Steele! " he said, 
" for three months past me and my men has been 
a working in this theatre, and we've never seen 
the colour of your honour's money: we will be 
very much obliged if you'll pay it directly, for until 
you do we won't drive in another nail." Sir 
Richard said that his friend's elocution was perfect^ 
but that he didn't like his subject much. 

The great charm of Steele's writing is its natural- 
ness. He wrote so quickly and carelessly, that he 
was forced to make the reader his confidant, and 
had not the time to deceive him. He had a small 
share of book-learning, but a vast acquaintance 
with the world. He had known men and taverns. 
He had Uved with gownsmen, with troopers, with 
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gentlemen ushers of the Couii:, with men and 
women of fashion; with authors and wits, with 
the inmates of the spunging houses, and with the 
frequenters of all the clubs and cofEee-houses in the 
town. He was liked in all company because he 
liked it; and you like to see his enjoyment as you 
like to see the glee of a box full of children at the 
pantomime. He was not of those lonely ones of 
the earth whose greatness obliged them to be /, 
solitary; on the contrary, he admired, I think,ir 
more tiian any man who ever wrote; and full of 
hearty applause and S5rmpathy, wins upon you by 
calling you to share his delight and good-humour. 
His laugh rings through the whole house. He 
must have been invaluable at a tragedy, and have 
cried as much as the most tender young lady in the 
boxes. He has a relish for beauty and goodness 
wherever he meets it. He admired Shakspeare 
affectionately, and more than any man of his time; 
and, accorduig to his generous expansive nature, 
called upon all his company to like what he liked 
himself. He did not damn with faint praise: he 
was in the world and of it; and his enjoyment of 
life presents the strangest contrast to Swift's 
savage indignation and Addison's lonely serenity. 
Permit me to read you a passage from each writer, 
curiously indicative of his peculiar humour: the 
subject is the same, and the mood the very gravest. 
We have said that upon all the actions of man, the 
most trifling and the most solemn, the humourist 
takes upon himself to comment. All readers of our 
old masters know the terrible lines of Swift, in 
which he hints at his philosophy and describes the 
end of mankind: — 

*' Amazed, confused, its fate unlcnown, 
The world stood trembling at Jove's throne ; 
While each pale sinner hung his head, 
Jove nodding, shook the heavens and said : 
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* Offending race of human kind^ 
By nature, reason, learning, blind ; 
You who through frailty stepped aside, 
And you who never err*d through pride ; 
You who in different sects were shamm'd, 
And come to see each other damn'd ; 
(So some folk told you, but they knew 
No more of Jove's designs than you.) 
The world's mad business now is o'er, 
And I resent your freaks no more ; 
/ to such blockheads set my wit, 
I damn such fools — go, go, you're bit ! ' " 

Addison, speaking on the very same theme, but 
with how different a voice, says, in his famous 
paper on Westminster Abbey (" Spectator," No. 
26): — "For my own part, though I am always 
serious, I do not know what it is to be melancholy, 
and can therefore take a view of nature in her deep 
and solemn scenes with the same pleasure as in her 
most gay and deUghtful ones. When I look upon 
the tombs of the great, every emotion of envy dies 
within me; when I read the epitaphs of the beauti- 
ful, every inordinate desire goes out; when I meet 
with the grief of parents on a tombstone, my heart 
melts with compassion; when I see the tomb of the 
parents themselves, I consider the vanity of griev- 
ing for those we must quickly follow." (I have 
owned that I do not think Addison's heart melted 
very much, or that he indulged very inordinately in 
the " vanity of grieving.") *' When," he goes on, 
** when I see kmgs lying by those who deposed 
them: when I consider rivsil wits placed side by 
side, or the holy men that divided the world with 
their contests and disputes, — I reflect with sorrow 
and astonishment on the Uttle competitions* 
factions, and debates of mankind. And, when I 
read the several dates on the tombs of some that 
died yesterday and some 600 years ago, I con- 
sider that Great Day when we shall all of us 
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be contemporaxies, and make our appearance 
together." 

Our third humourist comes to speak upon the 
same subject. You will have observed in the pre- 
vious extracts the characteristic humour of each 
writer — ^the subject and the contrast — ^the fact of 
Death, and the play of individual thought, by 
which each comments on it, and now hear the 
third writer— death, sorrow, and the grave, being 
for the moment also his theme. " The first sense 
of sorrow I ever knew," Steele says in the " Tatler," 
** was upon the death of my father, at which time 
I was not quite five years of age: but was rather 
amazed at what all the house meant, than possessed 
of a real understanding why nobody would play 
with us. I remember I went into the room where 
his body lay, and my mother sate weeping alone 
by it. I hsid my battledore in my hand, and fell 
a beating the coffin, and calling papa; for, I know 
not how, I had some idea that he was locked up 
there. My mother caught me in her arms, and, 
transported beyond all patience of the silent grief 
she was before in, she ahnost smothered me in her 
embraces, and told me in a flood of tears, ' Papa 
could not hear me, and would play with me no 
more: for they were going to put him under 
ground, whence he would never came to us again.' 
She was a very beautiful woman, of a noble spirit, 
and there was a dignity in her grief amidst all the 
wildness of her transport, which methought struck 
me with an instinct of sorrow that, before I was 
sensible what it was to grieve, seized my very soul, 
and has made pity the weakness of my heart ever 
since." 

Can there be three more characteristic moods of 
minds and men? " Fools, do you know anything 
of this mystery? " says Swift, stamping on a grave 
and carrying his scorn for mankind actually be3^nd 
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it. " Miserable, purblind -wretches, how dare yon 
to pretend to comprehend the Inscrutable, and how 
can your dim eyes pierce the unfathomable depths 
of yonder boundless heaven?" Addison, in a 
much kinder language and gentler voice, utters 
much the same sentiment: and speaks of the 
rivalry of wits, and the contests of holy men, with 
the same sceptic placidity. " Look what a little 
vain dust we are; " he says, smiling over the 
tombstones, and catching, as is his wont, quite a 
divine effulgence as he looks heavenward, he 
speaks in words of inspiration almost, of '* the 
Great Day, when we shall all of us be contem- 
poraries, and make our appearance together." 

The third, whose theme is Death, too, and who 
will speak his word of moral as Heaven teaches 
him, leads you up to his father's coffin, and shows 
you his beautiful mother weeping, and himself an 
unconscious little boy wondering at her side. His 
own natural tears flow as he takes your hand and 
confidingly asks your sympathy. " See how good 
and innocent and beautiful women are," he says, 
"how tender little children I Let us love these 
and one another, brother — God knows we have 
need of love and pardon." So it is each man looks 
with his own eyes, speaks with his own voice, and 
prays his own prayer. 

When Steele asks your sympathy for the actors 
in that charming scene of Love and Grief and 
Death, who can refuse it? One yields to it as to 
the frank advance of a child, or to the appeal of a 
woman. A man is seldom more manly than when 
he is what you call unmanned — ^the source of his 
emotion is championship, pity, and courage; the 
instinctive desire to cherish those who are innocent 
and unhappy, and defend those who are tender 
and weak. If Steele is not our friend he is nothing. 
He is by no means the most brilliant of wits nor 
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the deepest of thinkers: but he is our friend: we 
love him, as children love their love with an A, 
because he is amiable. Who likes a man best 
because he is the cleverest or the wisest of mankind ; 
or a woman because she is the most virtuous, or 
talks French; or plays the piano better than the , 
rest of her sex? I own to liking Dick Steele the J 
man, and Dick Steele the author, much better \ 
than much better men and much better authors. ' 

The misfortune regarding Steele is, that most 
part of the company here present must take his 
amiabiUty upon hearsay, and certainly can't make 
his intimate acquaintance. Not that Steele was 
worse than his time ; on the contrary, a far better, 
truer, and higher-hearted man than most who 
lived in it. Butfthings were done in that society,^ , , t 
and names^ wereSiamed, which would make youj / ^ ^ 
jBto^^tJotow" What WOTl* b e the s e usallDn of a ^ 
pdiife youth of the present day, if at a ball he saw 
the young object of his affections taking a box out 
of her pocket amd a pinch of snuff ; or if at dinner, 
by the charmer's side^^ she'^deliberately put her 
knife J nto her mo uth?* If she cut her mother's 
throat with i^, mSSima would scarcely be more 
shocked. I allude to these peculiarities of by- 
gone times as an excuse for my favourite, Steele, 
who was not worse, and often much more delicate 
than his neighbours. 

There exists a curious document descriptive of 
the manners of the last age, which describes most 
minutely the amusements and occupations of 
persons of fashion in London at the time of which 
we are speaking; the time of Swift, and Addison, 
and Steele. 

When Lord Sparkish, Tom Neverout, and 
Colonel Atwit, the inmiortal personages of Swift's 
polite conversation, came to breakfast with my 
Lady Smart, at eleven o'clock in the morning, my 
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Lord Smart was absent at the levee. His lordship 
was at home to dimier at three o'clock to receive 
his guests; and we may sit down to this meal, like 
the Barmecide's, and see the fops of the last cen- 
tury before us. Seven of them sat down at dinner, 
and were joined by a country baronet, who told 
them they kept court hours. These persons of 
fashion began their dinner with a sirloin of beef, 
fish, a shoulder of veal, and a tongue. My Lady 
Smart carved the sirloin, my Lady Answerall 
helped the fish, and the gallant Colonel cut the 
shoulder of veal. All made a considerable inroad 
on the sirloin and the shoulder of veal with the 
exception of Sir John, who had no appetite, having 
already partaken of a beefsteak and two mugs of 
ale, besides a tankard of March beer as soon has he 
got out of bed. They drank claret, which the 
master of the house said should always be drunk 
after fish; and my Lord Smart particularly recom- 
mended some excellent cider to my Lord Sparldsh, 
which occasioned some brilliant remarks from that 
nobleman. When the host called for wine, he 
nodded to one or other of his guests, and said, 
" Tom Neverout, my service to you." 

After the first course came almond pudding, 
fritters, which the Colonel took with his hands out 
of the dish, in order to help the brilliant Miss 
Notable; chickens, black puddings, and soup; 
and Lady Smart, the elegant mistress of the man- 
sion, finding a skewer in a dish, placed it in her 
plate with (Erections that it should be carried down 
to the cook and dressed for the cook's own dinner. 
Wine and small beer were drunk during this second 
course; and when the Colonel called for beer, he 
called the butler. Friend, and asked whether the 
beer was good. Various jocular remarks passed 
from the gentlefolks to the servants; at breakfast 
several persons had a word and a joke for Mrs 
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Betty, my lady's maid, who warmed the cream and 
had charge of the canister (the tea cost thirty 
shillings a pound in those days). When my Lady 
Sparkish sent her footman out to my Lady Match to 
come at six o'clock amd play at quadrille, her lady- 
ship warned the man to follow his nose, and if he 
fell by the way not to stay to get up again. And 
when the gentlemen asked the haU-porter if his 
lady was at home, that functionary repUed, with 
manly waggishness, " She was at home just now, 
but she's not gone out yet." 

After the puddings, sweet and black, the fritters 
and soup, came the third course, of which the chief 
dish was a hot venison pasty, which was put before 
Lord Smart, and carved by that nobleman. 
Besides the pasty, there was a hare, a rabbit, some 
pigeons, partridges, a goose, and a ham. Beer and 
wine were freely imbibed during this course, the 
gentlemen always pledging somebody with every 
glass which they drank; and by this time the con- 
versation between Tom Neverout and Miss Notable 
had grown so brisk and lively, that the Derbyshire 
baronet began to think the yt>ung gentlewoman 
was Tom's sweetheart; on which Miss remarked, 
that she loved Tom " like pie." After the goose, 
some of the gentlemen took a dram of brandy, 
" which was very good for the wholesomes," Sir 
John said; and now having had a tolerably sub- 
stantial dinner, honest Lord Smart bade the butler 
bring up the great tankard full of October to Sir 
John. The great tankard was passed from hand 
to hand and mouth to mouth, but when pressed by 
the noble host upon the gallant Tom Neverout, he 
said, " No faith, my lord, I like your wine, and 
won't put a churl upon a gentleman. Your 
honour's claret is good enough for me." And so, 
the dinner over, the host said, "Hang saving, 
bring us up a ha'porth of cheese." 
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The cloth was now taken away, and a bottle of 
Bnrgnndy was set down, of which the ladies were 
invited to partake before iiiey went to their tea. 
When 1±Ley withdrew, the gentlemen promised to 
join them in an hour; fresh bottles were brought, 
the ** dead men," meaning the empty botties, 
removed; and " d'you hear, John? bring clean 
glasses," my Lord Smart said. On which the 
gallant Colonel Alwit said, "I'll keep my glass! 
for wine is the best liquor to wash glares in." 

After an hour the gentlemen joined the ladies, 
and then they all sate and played quadrille until 
three o'clock in the morning, when tiie chairs and 
the flambeaux came, and this noble company went 
to bed. 

Such were manners six or seven score years ago. 

I draw no inference from this queer picture — -let 

^ all moralists here present deduce their own. 

J" Fancy the moral condition of 1±Lat society in which 

\ ~a lady of fashion joked with a footman, and carved 

a great shoulder of vesS'a^'d provided besides a 

sirloin, a goose, hare, rakbbit, chickens, partridges, 

black-puddings, and a ham for a dinner for eight 

Christians. What — what could have been the 

condition of' that polite world in which people 

I openly ate goose after almond puddingy and took 
their soup in the middle of dinneiii Fancy a 
^ colonel in the Guards putting his hand into a dish 
^' of beignets d*abricot, and helping his neighbour, a 
V*' young lady du mondel Fancy a noble lord calling 

out to the servants, before the ladies at his table, 
'' Hang expense, bring us a ha'porth of cheese! " 
Such were 1±Le ladies of Saint James's — such were 
the frequenters of White's Chocolate House, when 
Swift used to visit it, and Steele described it as the 
centre of pleasure, gallantry, and entertainment, a 
hundred and forty years ago ! 

Dennis, who ran amuck at the literary society of 
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his day, falls foul of poor Steele, and thus depicts 

him, — " Sir John Edgar, of the County of in 

Ireland, is of a middle stature, broad shoulders, 
thick legs, a shape hke the picture of somebody 
over a farmer's chimney — a short chin, a short 
nose, a short forehead, a broad, flat face, and a 
dusky countenance. Yet with such a face and 
such a shape, he discovered at sixty that he took 
himself for a beauty, and appeared to be more 
m6rtifled at being told that he was ugly, than he v 
was by any reflection made upon his honour or 
understanding. 

" He is a gentleman bom, witness himself, of 
very honourable family; certainly of a yery an^ 
cient one, for his ancestors flourished in Tipperary 
long before 1±Le English ever set foot in Ireland. 
He has testis^iony of this more authentic than the 
Heralds' Ofl&ce, or any human testimony. For 
God has markedliim morealxutoLdantly than he did 
Cain, and stamped/nl9itia'6ve qounlxy on his face, 
his understanding, .his writingk his actions, his 
passions, and, above all, his v^ity. The Hiber- 
nian brogue is still upon all these, though long habit 
and length of days have worn it ofl \is tongue." 

Although this portrait is the work ola man who 
was neither the friend of Steele nor oiSany other 
man alive, yet there is a dreadful resenil^ance to 
the original in the savage and exaggerated traits of 
the caricature, and everybody who knows him^ust 
recognise Dick Steele. Dick set about almos^all 
the undertakings of his life with inad equate m eails.^ 
and, as he took and furnished a house with the mosi^ 
generous intentions towards his friends, the most* 
tender gallantry towards his wife, and with this 
only drawback, that he had not wherewithal to pay 
the rent when Quarter-day came, — so, in his life he 
proposed to himself the most magniflcent schemes 
of virtue, forbearance, pubUc and private good. 
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and the advancement of his own and the national 
religion; but when he had to pay for these articles 
— so difficult to purchase and so costly to maintain 
— poor Dick's money was not forthcoming: and 
when Virtue called with her little bill, Dick made a 
shuffling excuse that he could not see her that 
morning, having a headache from being tipsy over 
night; or when stem Duty rapped at -die door 
with his account, Dick was absent and not ready 
to pay. He was shirking at the tavern; or had 
some particular business (of somebody's else) at 
the ordinary: or he was in hiding, or worse than 
in hiding, in the lock-up house. What a situation 
for a man! — ^for a philanthropist — ^for a lover of 
right and truth — ^for a magnMcent designer and 
schemer! Not to dare to look in the face the 
Religion which he adored and which he had 
ofiended: to have to shirk down back lanes and 
alleys, so as to avoid the friend whom he loved and 
who had trusted him — ^to have the house which he 
had intended for his wife, whom he loved passion- 
ately, and for her ladyship's company which he 
wished to entertain splendidly, in the possession 
of a bailiff's man, with a crowd of little creditors, 
— grocers, butchers, and small-coal men, lingering 
round the door with their bills and jeering at him. 
Alas! for poor Dick Steele! For nobody else, of 
course. Iliere is no man or woman in our time 
who makes fine projects and gives them up from 
idleness or want of means. When Duty calls 
upon us, we no doubt are always at home and 
ready to pay that grim tax-gatherer. When we 
are stricken with remorse and promise reform, we 
keep our promise, and are never angry, or idle, or 
extravagant any more. There are no chambers in 
our hearts, destined for family friends and affec- 
tions, and now occupied by some Sin's emissary 
and bailiff in possession. There are no little sins. 
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shabby peccadilloes, impoitonate remembrances, 
or disappointed holders of our promises to reform, 
hovering at our steps, or knocking at our door! 
Of course not. We are living in the nineteenth 
century, and poor Dick Steele stumbled and got up 
again, and got into jail and out again, and sinned 
and repented; and loved and suffered; and lived 
and died scores of years ago. Peace be with himl 
Let us think gently of one who was so gentle: let 
us speak kindly of one whose own breast exuberated 
with human kindness. 



LECTURE THE FOURTH 
PRIOR, GAY AND POPE 

Matthew Prior was one of those jEamous and 
lucky wits of the auspicious reign of Queen Anne, 
whose name it behoves us not to pass over. Mat 
was a world-philosopher of no small genius, good- 
nature and acumen. He loved, he drank, he sang. 
He describes himself, in one of his lyrics, " in a 
little Dutch chaise on a Saturday night; on his left 
hand his Horace, and a friend on his right," going 
out of town from the Hague to pass that evening 
and the ensuing Sunday, boozing at a Spiel-haus 
with his companions, perhaps bobbing for perch in 
a Dutch canal, and noting down, in a strain and 
with a grace not unworthy of his Epicurean master, 
the charms of his idleness, his retreat, and his 
Batavian Chloe. A vintner's son in Whitehall, and 
a distinguished pupil of Busby of the Rod, Prior 
attracted some notice by writing verses at St 
John's College, Cambridge, and, coming up to 
town, aided Montague in an attack on the noble old 
English lion John Dryden, in ridicule of whose 
work, " The Hind and the Panther," he brought 
rf out that remarkable and famous burlesque, " The 
\Town and Country Mouse." Aren't you all 
acquainted with it? Have you not all got it by 
heart? What! have you never heard of it? See 
what fame is made of ! The wonderful part of the 
satire was, that, as a natural consequence of 
" The Town and Country Mouse," Matthew 
Prior was made Secretary of Embassy at the 
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Hague! I believe it is dancing, rather than sing- 
ing, which distingoishes the young English diplo- 
matists of the present day; and have seen them in 
various parts perform that part of their duty very 
finely. In Prior's time it appears a different 
accomplishment led to preferment. Could you 
write a copy of Alcaics? that was the question* 
Could you turn out a neat epigram or two ? Could 
you compose " The Town and Country Mouse? " 
It is manifest that, by the possession of this faculty, 
the most difficult treaties, the laws of foreign 
nations, and the interest of our own, are easily 
understood. Prior rose in the diplomatic service, 
and said good things that proved his sense and his 
spirit. When the apartments at Versailles were 
shown to him, with the victories of Louis XIV. 
painted on the walls, and Prior was asked whether 
the palace of the IQng of England had any such 
decorations, "The monuments of my master's 
actions," Mat said of William, whom he cordially 
revered, " are to be seen everywhere except in his 
own house." Bravo, Mat! Prior rose to be full 
ambassador at Paris, where he somehow was 
cheated out of his ambassadorial plate; and in a 
heroic poem, addressed by him to her late lamented 
majesty Queen Anne, Mat makes some magnificent 
allusions to these dishes and spoons, of which Fate 
had deprived him. All that he wants, he says, is 
her Majesty's picture; without that he can't be 
happy. 

" Thee, gracioas Anne, theepresent I adore : 
Thee, Qaeen of Peace, if Time and Fate have power 
Higher to raise the glories of thy reign, 
In words sublimer and a nobler strain. 
May future bards the mighty theme rehearse. 
Here, Stator Jove, and Phoebus, king of verse« 
The votive tablet I suspend." 

With that word the poem stops abruptly.. The 
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votive tablet is suspended for ever like Mahomet's 
cofQin. News c&ime that the Queen was dead. 
Stator Jove, and Phoebus, king of verse, were left 
there, hovering to this day, over the votive tablet. 
The picture was never got any more than the spoons 
and dishes — ^the inspiration ceased — ^the verses 
lyere not wanted — ^the ambassador wasn't wanted. 
Poor Mat was recalled from his embassy, suffered 
disgrace along with his patrons, lived under a sort 
of cloud ever after, and disappeared in Essex. 
When deprived of all his pensions and emoluments, 
the hearty and generous Oxford pensioned him. 
They played for gallant stakes — ^the bold men of 
those days — and lived and gave splendidly. 

Johnson quotes from Spence a legend, that 
Prior, after spending an evening with Harley, St 
John, Pope and Swift, would go off and smoke a 
pipe with a couple of friends of his, a soldier and 
his wife, in Long Acre. Those who have not read 
his late excellency's poems should be warned that 
they smack not a Uttle of the conversation of his 
Long Acre friends. Johnson speaks sUghtingly of 
his lyrics; but with due deference to the great 
Samuel, Prior's seem to me amongst the easiest, 
C /the richest, the most charmingly humourous of 
yj English lyricaLpoems. Horace is alwaysTih his 
mind, and his song, and his philosophy, his good 
sense, his happy, easy turns and melody, his loves, 
and his Epicureanism, bear a great resemblance to 
that most delightful and accomplished master, 
on reading his works, one is struck with their 
modem air, as well as by their happy similarity to 
the songs of the charming owner of the Sabine 
farm. In his verses addressed to Halifax, he says, 
writing of that endless theme to poets, the vanity 
of human wishes — 

" So when in fevered dreams we sink, 
And I waking, taste what we desire, 
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The real draught but feeds thp fire, 
The dream is better than the drink. 

Oar hopes like towering falcons aim 

At objects in an airy height : 
To stand aloof and view the flight, 

Is all the pleasure of the game." 

Would not you fancy that a poet of our own 
days was singing? and, in the verses of Chloe, 
weeping and reproaching him for his inconstancy, 
where he sa3rs — 

The God of us verse-men, you know, child, the San, 
How after his journey, he sets up his rest. 

If at morning o'er earth 'tis his fancy to run, 
At night he declines on his Thetis's breast. 

So, when I am wearied with wandering all day. 
To thee, my delight, in the evening I come : 

No matter what beauties I saw in my way ; 
They were but my visits, but thou art my home I 

Then finish, dear Chloe, this pastoral war. 
And let us like Horace and Lydia agree ; 

For thou art a girl as much brighter than her, 
As he was a poet sublimer than me." 

If Prior read Horace, did not Thomas Moore 
study Prior? Love and pleasure find singers in all 
days. Roses are always blowing and faiding — ^to- 
day as in that pretty time when Prior sang of them, 
and of Chloe lamenting their decay — 

" She sighed, she smiled, and to the flowers 
Pointing, the lovely moralist said ; 
See, friend, in some few leisure hours. 
See yonder what a change is made ! 

Ah, me I the blooming pride of May, 
And that of Beauty are but one : 

At mom both flourish, bright and gay. 
Both fade at evening, pale and gone. 
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At dawn poor Stella danced and sung, 
The amorous youth around her bowed, 

At night her fetal knell was rung ; 
I saw, and kissed her in her shroud. 

Such as she is who died to-day, 
Such I, alas, may be to-morrow : 

Go, Damon, bid the Muse display 
The justice of thy Chloe's sorrow." 

Damon's knell was rung in 1721. May his turf 
lie lightly on him ! Deus sit propitius huic potatori, 
as Walter de Mapes sang. Perhaps Samuel John- 
son, who spoke slightingly of Prior's verses, en- 
joyed them more than he was willing to own. The 
old moralist had studied them as well as Mr 
Thomas Moore, and defended them, and showed 
that he remembered them very well too, on an 
occasion when their morality was called in question 
by that noted puritan, James Boswell, Esq. of 
Auchinleck. 

In the great society of the wits, John Gay 
'^deserved to be a favourite, and to have a good 
place. In his set all were fond of him. His 
success offended nobody. /He missed a fortune 
once or twice^ He was talked of for court favour, 
and hoped to win it; but the Court favour jilted 
him. Craggs gave him some South-Sea Stock; 
and at one time Gay had very nearly made his 
fortune. But Fortune shook her swift wings and 
jilted him too: and so Itis friends, instead of being 
angry with him, and jealous of him, were kind and 
fond of honest Gay. In the portraits of the literary 
worthies of the early part of the last century. Gay's 
face is the pleasantest perhaps of all. It appears 
adorned with neither periwig nor night-cap (the 

yfull dress and nSgligS of learning, wi&out which 
the painters of those day« scarcely ever por- 
trayed ^ts), and he laughs at you over his shoulder 
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with an honest bo3dsh glee — ^an artless sweet 
humour. He was so kind, so gentle, so jocular, so 
delightfully brisk at times, so dismally woe-begone 
at others,! such a natural good-creature that the 
Giants loved him.y The great Swift was gentle 
and sportive with him, as the enormous Brob- 
dingnag maids of honour were with little Gulliver. 
He could frisk and fondle round Pope, and sport, 
and bark,^and caper without ofiending the most 
thin-skinned of poets and men; and when he was 
jilted in that little Court afiair of which we have 
spoken, his warm-hearted patrons the Duke and / 
Duchess of Queensberry (the ** Kitty, beautiful 
and young," of Prior), pleaded his cause with 
indignation, and quitted the Court in a hufi, carry- 
ing oft with them into their retirement their kind 
gentle proi/g/. With these kind lordly folks, a 
real Duke and Duchess, as delightful as those who 
harboured Don Quixote, and loved that dear old 
Sancho, Gay lived, and was lapped in cotton, and 
had his plate of chicken, and hi^ saucer of cream, 
an(^ frisked, and barked, and wheezed, and grew 
fat, and so ended. / He became very melancholy 
and lazy, sadly .^jMhosic, and only occasionally 
diverting in his latter da3rs. But everybody 
loved him, and the remembrance of his pretty little 
tricks; and the raging old Dean of St Patrick's, 
chafing in his banishment, was afraid to open the 
letter which Pope wrote him, announcing the sad ] 
news of the dearth of Gay.^ . 

Swift's letters to him are beautiful; and having ) 
no purpose but kindness in writing to him, no party 
aim to advocate, or slight or anger to wreak, every 
word the Dean says to his favourite is natural, 
trustworthy, and kindly. His admiration for 
Gay^s parts and honesty, and his laughter at his 
weaknesses, were alike just and genuine. He 
paints his character in wonderful pleasant traits c 
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jocular satire. " I writ lately to Mr Pope," Swift 
says, writing to Gay; " I wish you had a little 
villakin in his neighbourhood; but you are yet too 
volatile, and any lady with a coach and six horses 
would carry you to Japan." " If your ramble," 
says Swift, in another letter, " was on horseback, I 
am glad of it on account of your health; but I 
know your arts of packing up a journey between 
stage-coaches and friends' coaches — ^for you are as 
arrant a cockney as any hosier in Cheapside. I 
have often had it in my head to put it into yours, 
that you ought to have some great work in scheme, 
which may take up seven years to finish, besides 
two or three under-ones l^at may add another 
thousand pounds to your stock, and then I shall be 
in less pain about you. I know you can find 
dinners, but you love twelve-penny coaches too 
well, without considering that the interest of a 
whole thousand pounds brings you but half -a- 
crown a day: " and then Swift goes off from Gay 
to pay some grand compliments to Her Grace the 
Duchess of Queensberry, in whose Sunshine Mr 
G^y was basking, and in whose radiance the Dean 
would have liked to warm himself too. 

But we have Gay here before us, in these letters 

— ^lazy, kindly, uncommonly idle; rather slovenly, 

I'm afraid; for ever eating and saying good 

V /things; a little, round, French abb6 of a man, 

^ sleek, soft-handed, and soft-hearted. J 

Our object in these lectures is rather to describe 
the men than their works; or to deal with the 
latter only in as far as they seem to illustrate the 
character of their writers. Mr Gay's " Fables," 
which were written to benefit that amiable Prince, 
the Duke of Cumberland, the warrior of Dettingen 
and CuUoden, I have not, I own, been able to peruse 
since a period of very early youth; and it must be 
confessed that they did not effect much benefit 
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upon the illustrious young Prince, whose manners 
they were intended to mollify, and whose natural 
ferocity our gentle-hearted Satirist perhaps pro- 
posed to restrain. But the six pastorals called the 
" Shephe rd's Wook;*' and the burlesque poem of (^ 
'* Trivia," any man fond of lazy literature will find 
aelightlul at the present day, and must read from 
beginning to end with pleasure. /They are to > 
poetry what charming little Dresden china figures v/ 
are to sculpture: J graceful, minikin, fantastic; 
with a certain beauty alwa3rs accompanying them^ 
The pretty little personages of the pastoral, with 
gold clocks to their stockings, and fresh satin 
ribbons to their crooks and waistcoats and bodices, 
dance their loves to a minuet-tune played on a 
bird-organ, approach the charmer, or rush from the 
false one daintily on their red-heeled tip-toes, and 
die of despair or rapture, with the most patiietic 
little grins and ogles; or repose, simpering at each 
other, under an arbour of pea-green crockery; or 
piping to pretty flocks that have just been washed 
with the best Naples in a stream of Bergamot. 
Gay's gay plan seems to me far pleasanter than 
that of Ph&lips — ^his rival and Pope's — a serious 
and dreary idyllic Cockney; not that Gay's " Bum- 
kinets and HobneUas," are a whit more natural 
than the would-be serious characters of the other 
posture-master; but the quaHty of this true 
humourist was to laugh and make laugh, though 
always with a secret kindness and tenderness, to 
perform the drollest little antics and capers, but 
always with a certain grace, and to sweet music — 
as you may have seen a Savoyard boy abroad, with 
a hurdy-gurdy and a monkey, turning over head 
and heels, or clattering and pirouetting in a pair of/ 
wooden shoes, yet alwa3rs with a look of love and 
appeal in his bright eyes, and a smile that asks and 
wins affection and protection. Happy they who 
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have that sweet gift of nature I It was this which 
made the great folks and court ladies free and 
friendly with John Gay — which made Pope and 
Arbuthnot love him — ^which melted the savage 
heart of Swift when he thought of him — and drove 
away, for a moment or two, the dar fc frenzie s which 
obscured t he lonely tyrant's br^ n, as he heard 
Gay's voice with its smiple melody and artless 
ringing laughter. 

What used to be said about Rubini, qu*il avait 
des lartnes dans la voix, may be said of Gay, and of 
one other humourist of whom we shall have to 
speak. In almost every ballad of his, however 
slight, in the " Beggar's O jyygy " f^^^ in its weari- 
some continuation (wJiere 'SEe verses are to the fall 
pretty as in the first piece, however), there is a 
peculiar, hinted, pathetic sweetness and melody. 
^It charms and melts you.) It's indefinable, but it 
exists; and is the property of John Gay's and 
Oliver Goldsmith's best verse, as fragrance is of a 
violet, or freshness of a rose. 

Let me read a piece from one of his letters, which 
is so famous that most people here are no doubt 
familiar with it, but so delightful that it is always 
pleasant to hear: — 

" I have just passed part of this sammer at an old romantic 
seat of my Lord Harcourt's, which he lent me. It overlooks 
a common hayfield, where, under the shade of a haycock, 
sat two lovers — as constant as ever were found in romance — 
beneath a spreading bush. The name of the one (let it 
sound as it will) was John Hewet ; of the other Sarah Drew. 
Tohn was a well-set man, about five-and-twenty ; Sarah, a 
brave woman of eighteen. John had for several months 
borne the labour of the day m the same field with Sarah ; 
when she milked, it was his morning and evening charge 'to 
bring the cows to her pails. Their love was the talk, but 
not the scandal, of the whole neighbourhood, for all they 
aimed at was the blameless possession of each other in 
marriage. It was but this very morning that be had obtained 
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her parents' consenty and it was but till the next week that ^ty 
they were to wait to be happy. Perhaps this very day, in jr 

the intervals of their work, they were talking of their ^ ' 

wedding clothes ; and John was now matching several kinds 
of poppies and field-flowers, to make her a present of knots 
for the day. While they were thus employed (it was on the 
last of July), a terrible storm of thunder and lightning 
arose, that drove the labourers to what shelter the trees or 
hedges afforded. Sarah, frightened and out of breath, sunk 
on a haycock ; and John (who never separated from her, sat 
by her side, having raked two or three heaps together, to 
secure her. Immediately, there was heard so loud a crash 
as if heaven had burst asunder. The labourers, all solicitous 
for each other's safety, called to one another : those that 
were nearest our lovers, hearing no answer, stepped to the 
place where they lay : they first saw a little smoke, and after, 
this faithful pair — ^John, with one arm about his Sarah's 
neck, and the other held over her face, as if to screen her 
from the lightning. They were struck dead, and already 
grown stiff and cold in this tender posture. There was no T , 
mark or discolouring on their bodies — only that Sarah's ^ 
eyebrow was a little singed, and a small spot between her 
breasts. They were buned the next day in one grave t " 

And the proof that this description is delightful 
and beautiful is, that the great Mr Pope admired 
it so much that he thought proper to steal it and 
to send it ofE to a certain lady and wit with whom 
he pretended to be in love in those days — ^my Lord 
Duke of Kingston's daughter, and married to Mr 
Wortley Montagu, then his Majesty's Ambassador 
at Constantinople. ^.- ^■' 

We are now come to the greatest name on our 
list — ^the highest among the poets, the highest 
among the English wits and humourists with 
whom we have to rank him. If the author of the 
" Dunciad " be not a humourist, if the poet of the 
" Rape of the Lock " be not a wit, who deserves to 
be called so? Besides that brilliant genius and 
immense fame, for both of which we should respect 
him, men of letters should admire him as being the 
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\^^^reatest literary artist that England has seen./ He 
polished, he refined, he thought; he took thoughts 
from other works to adorn and complete his own; 
borrowing an idea or a cadence from another poet 
as he would a figure or a simile from a flower, or a 
river, stream, or any object which struck him in his 
walk, or contemplation of Nature. He began to 
imitate at an early age; and taught himself to 
write by copying printed books. ^ Then he passed 
into the hands of the priests, and from his first 
clerical master, who came to him when he was 
eight years old, he went to a school at Twyford, 
and another school at Hyde Park, at which places 
he unlearned all that he had got from his first 
instructor. At twelve years old he went with his 
father into Windsor Forest, and there learned for a 
few months under a fourth priest. ** And this was 
all the teaching I ever had," he said, " and God 
knows it extended a very little way." ] 

When he had done with his priests he t6ok to 
reading by himself, for which he had a very great 
eagerness and enthusiasm, especially for poetry. 
He learned versification from Dryden, he said. In 
his youthful poem of " Alcander," he imitated 
every poet, Cowley, Milton, Spenser, Statins, 
Homer, Virgil. In a few years, he had dipped into 
a great number of the English, French, Italian, 
Latin and Greek poets. "This I did," he says, 
" without any design, except to amuse myself; 
and got the languages by hunting after the stories 
In the several poets I read, rather than read the 
books to get the languages. I followed every- 
where as my fancy led me, and was like a boy 
gathering flowers in the fields and woods, just as 
they fell in his way. These five or six years I 
looked upon as the happiest in my life." Is not 
here a beautiful holiday picture? The forest and 
the fairy story-book — tiie boy spelling Ariosto or 
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Virgil under the trees, battling with the Cid for the 
love of Chim^ne, or dreaming of Armida's garden 
— ^peace and sunshine round about — ^the kindest 
love and tenderness waiting for him at his quiet 
home yonder — and Genius throbbing in his young 
heart, and whispering to him, " You shall be great; 
you shall be famous; you, too, shall love and sing; 
you will sing her so nobly that some kind heart ^ 
shall forget you are weak and ill-formed. Every l^ 
poet had a love. F ate m ust give one to you too," 
— ^and day by day he walks tiie forest, very likely 
looking out for that charmer. " They were the 
happiest days of his life," he sa3rs, when he was 
only dreaming of his fame: when he had gained 
that mistress she was no consoler. 

That charmer made her appearance, it would 
seem, about the year 1705, when Pope was seven- 
teen. Letters of his are extant, addressed to a 

certain Lady M , whom the youth courted, 

and to whom he expressed his ardour in language, 
to say no worse of it, that is entirely pert, odious 
and afEected. He imitated love compositions as 
he had been imitating love poems just before — ^it 
was a sham mistress ha courted, and a sham 
passion, expressed as became it. These unlucky 
letters found their way into print years afterwards, 
and were sold to the congenial Mr Curll. If any of 
my hearers, as I hope they may, should take a 
fancy to look at Pope's correspondence, let them 
pass over that first part of it; over, perhaps, 
almost all Pope's letters to women; in which there 
is a tone of not pleasant gallantry, and, amidst a 
profusion of compliments and politenesses, a some- 
thing which makes one distrust the little pert, | 
prurient bard. There is very little indeed to say * 
about his loves, and that little not edifying. He 
wrote flames and raptures and elaborate verse and 
prose for Lady Mary Wortley Montagu; but that 
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passion probably came to a climax in an imper- 
tinence and was extinguished by a box on the ear, 
or some such rebuff, and he began on a sudden to 
hate her with a fervour much more genuine than 
that of his love had been« It was a feeble, puny 
/grimace of love, and paltering with passion. 

V After Mr Pope had sent ofi one of his fine composi- 
tions to Lady Mary, he made si second draft from 
the rough copy, smd favoured some other friend 
with it. He was so charmed with the letter of 
Gay's, that I have just quoted, that he had copied 
that and amended it, and sent it to Lady Mary as 
his own. A gentieman who writes letters d deux 
fins, and after having poured out his heart to the 
beloved, serves up the same dish r^chauffS to a 

^ friend, is not very much in earnest about his loves, 
however much he may be in his piques and vanities 
when his impertinence gets its due. 

But, save that unlucky part of the Pope corre- 
spondence, I do not know, in the range of our 
literature, volumes more delightful. You live in 
them in tiie finest company in the world. A little 
stately, perhaps ; a little appviti and conscious that 
they are spesiking to whole generations who are 
listening; but in the tone of t^eir voices — ^pitched, 
as no doubt they are, beyond the mere conversa- 
tion key — in the expression of their thoughts, their 
various views and natures, there is something 
generous, and cheering and ennobling. You are 
in the society of men who have filled the greatest 
parts in the world's story — ^you are with St John 
the statesman; Peterborough the conqueror; 
Swift, the greatest wit of all times; Gay, the 
kindliest laugher — ^it is a privilege to sit in that 
company. Delightful and generous banquet! 
with a Uttie faith and a littie £uicy any one of us 
here may enjoy it, and conjure up tiiose great 
figures out of the past, and listen to their wit and 




Prior, Gay and Pope 1 1 1 

wisdom. Mind th&t there is always a certain 

cachet about great men — ^they may be as mean on / 

many points as yon or I, but they carry their V 

great ur — they speak of common life more largely 

and generously than common men do — they 

regard the world with a manlier countenance, 

see its real features more fairly than the J 

shufflers who only dare to look up at lifa- ' 

blinks?, or to have an opinion when ^ 

crowd to back it. He who reads thM 

records of a past age, salutes and reveraj 

great a^niits who adorn it. You m^ 

now and talk with St John; you m 

volume from your library and listen to Swift and 

Pope. 

Might ^ nyf JVMiiiHftI to any young hearer, I * 
would say to him, try to frequent the company of 
your betters. In books and life that is the most 
wholesome society; learn to admire rightly; the 
gre at pleasure of life is ^aE" Note what the great 
men admired; they admired great things: narrow 
spirits admire basely, and worship meanly. I 
Imow nothing in any story more gallant and cheer- | 
ing than the lovs and fnendship which tfajs com- *> 
pany of famous men bore towards one another. 1/ 
There never has been a society of men more/ 
friendly, as there never was one more illustrious. 
Who dares quarrel with Mr Pope, great and famous 
himself, for liking tiie society of men great and 
famous? and for liking them for the quaUties 
which made them so? A mere pretty fellow from 
White's could not have written the " Patriot 
King," and would very likely have despised little 
Mr Pope, the decrepit Papist, whom the great St 
John held to be one of the best and greatest of 
men : a mere nobleman of the Court could no more 
have won Barcelona, than he could have written 
. Peterborough's letters to Pope, which are as witty 
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as Congreve: a mere Irish Dean could not have 

< written ** Gulliver; " and all these men loved Pope, 
and Pope loved all these men. To name his friends 

M& to name the best men of his time. Addison had 
a senate; Pope reverenced his equals. He spoke 
of Swift with respect and admiration always. His 
admiration for Bolingbroke was so great that 
when someone said of his friend, " There is some- 
thing in that great man which looks as if he was 
placed here by mistake/' " Yes," Pope answered, 
" and when the comet appeared to us a month or 
two ago, I had sometimes an imagination that it 
might possibly be come to carry him home, as a 
coach comes to one's door for visitors." So these 
great spirits spoke of one another. Show me six 
of the dullest, middle-aged gentlemen that ever 
dawdled round a club-table so faithful and so 
friendly. 

We have said before that the chief wits of this 
time, with the exception of Congreve, were what 
we should now call men's men. They spent many 
hours of the f our-and-twenty, a fourth part of each 
day nearly, in clubs and cofiee-houses, where they 
dined, drank and smoked. Wit and news went by 
word of mouth; a journal of 1 710 contained the 
very smallest portion of one or the other. The 
chiefs spoke, the faithful habitisSs sat round; 
strangers came to wonder and listen. Old Dryden 
had his headquarters at Will's, in Russell Slreet, 
at the comer of Bow Street, at which place Pope 
saw him when he was twelve years old. The com- 
pany used to assemble on the first floor — ^what was 
called the dining-room floor in those da3^s — and 
sat at various tables smoking their pipes. It is 
recorded that the beaux of iSie day thought it a 
great honour to be allowed to take a pinch out of 
Dryden's snufl-box. When . Addison began to 

' reign, he with a certain crafty propriety — a policy 
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let us call it — ^which belonged to his nature, set up 
his court, and appointed the officers of his roysd 
house. His palace was Button's, opposite Will's. 
A quiet opposition, a silent assertion of empire, 
dislinguished this great man. Addison's ministers 
were Budgell, Tickell, Phillips, Carey; his master 
of the horse, honest Dick Steele, who was what 
Duroc was to Na|x5leon, or Hardy to Nelson; the 
man who performed his master's bidding, and 
would have cheerfully died in his quarrel. Addi- 
son lived with these people for seven or eight hours 
every day. The male society passed over their 
punch-bowls and tobacco-pipes about as much 
time as ladies of that age spent over spadille and 
manille. 

For a brief space, upon coming up to town. Pope 
formed part of King Joseph's court, and was his 
rather too eager and obsequious humble servant. 
Dick Steele, the editor of the " Tatler," Mr Addi- 
son's man, and his own man too — a person of no 
little figure in the world of letters — patronised the 
young poet, and set him a task or two. Young 
Mr Pope did the tasks very quickly and smartly 
(he had been at the feet quite as a boy of Wycher- 
ley's decrepit reputation, and propped up for a 
year that doting old wit): he was anxious to be 
well with the men of letters, to get a footing and a 
recognition. He thought it an honour to be 
admitted into their company; to have the con- 
fidence of Mr Addison's friend. Captain Steele. 
His eminent parts obtained for him the honour of 
heralding Addison's triumph of ** Cato " with his 
admirable prologue, and heading the victorious 
procession as it were. Not content with this act 
of homage and admiration, he wanted to distin- 
guish himself by assaulting Addison's enemies, 
and attacked John Dennis with a prose lampoon,\/ 
which highly offended his lofty patron. Mr 

H 



< 



\ 



1 14 The English Humourists 

Steele was instructed to write to Mr Dennis and 
inform him that Mr Pope's pamphlet against him 
was written quite without Mr Addison's approval. 
Indeed, "The Narrative of Dr Robert Norris on 
the Phrenzy of J. D." is a vulgar and mean satire, 
and such a blow as the magnificent Addison could 
never desire to see any partisan of his strike in any 
literary quarrel. Pope was closely allied with 
Swift when he wrote this pamphlet. It is so dirty 
that it has been printed in Swift's works too. It 

b ears the -f^nl Tnarlrg ni fhA ^aisfftr hf^nH^ Swift 

admired and enjoyed with aU his heartthe pro- 
digious genius of the young Papist lad out of 
Windsor Forest, who had never seen a university 
in his life, and came and conquered the Dons and 
the doctors with his wit. He applauded, and 
loved him, too, and protected him, and taught him 
'niischief. I wish Addison could have loved him 
NDetter. The best satire that ever has been penned 
would never have been written then; and one of 
the best characters the world ever knew would 
have been without a flaw. But he who had so few 
equals could not bear one, and Pope was more than 
that. When Pope, tr3ring for himself, and soaring 
on his immortal young wings, found that his, too, 
was a genius, which no pinion of that age could 
follow, he rose and left Addison's company, settling 
on his own eminence, and singing his own song. 

It was not possible that Pope should remain a 
retainer of ^ Addison; nor likely that after 
escaping from his vassalage and assuming an inde- 
pendent crown, the sovereign whose allegiance he 
quitted should view him amicably. They did not 
do wrong to mislike each other. They but followed 
the impulse of nature, and the consequence of posi- 
tion. When Bemadotte becamie heir tQ,a throne, 
the Prince Royal of Sweden was naturally 
Napoleon's enemy. " There are many passions 
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and tempers of mankind," says Mr Addison in the 
" Spectator," speaking a couple of years before their 
little differences between him and Mr Pope took 
place, '' which naturally dispose us to depress and 
vilify the merit of one rising in the esteem of man- 
kind. All those who made their entrance into the 
world with the same advantages, and were once 
looked on as his equals are apt to think the fame of 
his merits a reflection on their own deserts. Those 
who were once his equals envy and defame him, 
because they now see him the superior; and those 
who were once his superiors, because they look 
upon him as their equal." Did Mr Addison, justly ^ 
perhaps thinking tfaiat, as young Mr Pope had not / 
had the benefit of a university education, he 
couldn't know Greek, therefore he couldn't trans- 
late Homer, encourage his young friend Mr Tickell 
of Queen's, to translate -diat poet, and aid him < 
with his own known scholarship and skill? It ^ 
was natural that Mr Addison should doubt of the 
learning of an amateur Grecian, should have a 
high opinion of Mr Tickell of Queen's, and should j 
h^p that ingenious young man. It was natural, 
on the other hand, that Mr Pope and Mr Pope's 
friends should believe that this counter-transla- 
tion, suddenly advertised and so long written, 
though Tickell's college friends had never heard of 
it — ^though, when Pope first wrote to Addis6n re- 
garding his scheme, Mr Addison knew nothing of 
the similar project of Tickell of Queen's — it was - 
natural that Mr Pope and his friends, having 
interests, passions, and prejudices of their own, . 
should believe that Tickell's translation was but 
an act of opposition against P6pe,-a&d that they 
should call Mr Tickell's ein ulati oh Mr Addison's \ 
envy— ;^.iBnvy.itJKtt?e» 

" And were there one whose fires 
True genius kindles and fitir fame inspires, 
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Blest with each talent and each art to please, 
And born to write, converse and live with ease ; 
Should such a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear like the Turk no brother near the throne ; 
View him with scornful yet with jealous eyes. 
And hate, for arts that caused himself to rise ; 
Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer, 
And without sneering, teach the rest to sneer ; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 
Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike ; 
Alike reserved to blame as to commend, 
A timorous foe and a suspicious friend ; 
Dreading even fools, by flatterers besieged, 
And so obliging that he ne'er obliged ; 
Like Cato give his little senate laws. 
And sit attentive to his own applause ; 
While wits and templars every sentence raise, 
And wonder with a foolish face of praise ; 
Who but must laugh if such a man there be, 
Who would not weep if Atticus were he ? " 

" I sent the verses to Mr Addison," said Pope, 

*' and he used me very civilly ever after.*' No 

C wonder he did. It was shame very likely more 

f than fear that silenced him. Johnson recounts an 

interview between Hope and Addison after their 

quarrel, in which Pope was angry, and Addison 

tried to be contemptuous and calm. Such a 

weapon as Pope's must have pierced any scorn. It 

flashes for ever, and quivers in Addison's memory. 

His great figure looks out on us from the past — 

stainless but for that — pale, calm, and beautiful: it 

bleeds from that black wound. He should be 

/ drawn, like St Sebastian, with that arrow in his 

"^ /side. As he sent to Gay and asked his pardon, as 

/ he bade his stepson come and see his death, be sure • 

"^ he had forgiven Pope, when he made ready :^ v 

show how a Christian could die. ^^ 

~~ Pope then formed part of the Addisonian court 

for a short time, and describes himself in his letters 

as sitting with that coterie until two o'clock in the 
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morning over punch and Burgundy amidst the 
fames of tobacco. To use an expression of the 
present day, the *' pace ** of those viveurs of the 
former age was awful. Peterborough lived into 
the very jaws of death; Godolphin laboured all 
day and gambled at night; Bolingbroke, writing 
to Swift, from Dawley, in his retirement, dating 
his letter at six o'clock in the morning, and rising, 
as he says, refreshed, serene and calm, calls to 
mind the time of his London life ; when about that 
hour he used to be going to bed surfeited with 
pleasure, and jaded with business; his head often 
full of schemes, and his heart as often full of 
anxiety. It wasytoo hard, too coarse a life for the 
sensitive, sicklyjfPope. He was the only wit of 
the day, a friend writes to me, who wasn't fat. v 
Swift was fat; Addison was fat; Steele was fat; -^ 
Gay and Thomson were preposterously fat — all / 
that fuddling and punch-drinking, that club and"^ 
cofFee-house boozing, shortened tiie lives and en- . 
larged the waistcoats of the men of that agey 
Pope withdrew in a great measure from this 
boisterous London company, and being put into an ^ 
independence by the gallant exertions of Swift 
and his private friends, and by the enthusiastic 
national admiration which justly rewarded his 
great achievement of the " Iliad," purchased that 
famous villa of Twickenham which his song and 
life celebrated; auteousiy bringing his old parents 
to live and die there, entertaining his friends there, 
and making occasional visits to London in his little 
chariot, in which Atterbury compared him to 
" Homer in a nutshell." 

"Mr Dryden was not a genteel man," Pope 
quaintly said to Spence, speaking of the manner 
and habits of the famous old patriarch of Will's. 
With regard to Pope's own manners, we have the 
best contemporary authority that they were 
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/^ingnlarly refined and polished. With his extra- 
ordinary sensibility, -with his known tastes, with 
his delicate frame, with his power and dread of 
ridicule. Pope could have been no other than what 
we call a highly-bred person. His closest friends, 
with the exception of Swift, were among the de- 
lights and ornaments of the polished society of 
their age. Garth, the accomplished and benevo- 
lent, whom Steele has described so charmingly, of 
whom Codrington said that his character was ** all 
beauty," and whom Pope himself called the best 
of Christians without knowing it; Arbuthnot, one 
of the wisest, wittiest, most accomplished, gentlest 
of mankind; Bolingbroke, the Alcibiades of his 
age; the generous Oxford; the magnificent, the 
witty, the famous, and chivalrous Peterborough: 
these were the fast and faithful friends of Pope, 

<the most brilliant company of friends, let us repeat, 
that the world has ever seen. The favourite 
recreation of his leisure hours was the society of 
painters,^ whose art he practised. In his corre- 
spondence are letters between him and Jervas, 
whose pupil he loved to be — Richardson, a cele- 
brated artist of his time, and who painted for him 
a portrait of his old mother, and for whose picture 
he asked and thanked Jervas in one of the most 
delightful letters that ever was penned, — and the 
wonderiul Kneller, who bragged more, spelt worse, 
and painted better than any artist of his day. 

It is afiecting to note, through Pope's correspond- 
ence, the marked way in which his friends, the 
greatest, the most famous and wittiest men of the 
time — generals and statesmen, philosophers and 
livines — all have a kind word, and a kind thought 
for the good, simple, old mother, whom Pope tended 
so affectionately. Those men would have scarcely 
valued her, but that they knew how much he loved 
her, and that they pleased him by thinking of her. 
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If his early letters to women are affected and insin- 
cere, whenever he speaks about this one, it is with a 
childish tenderness and an almost sacred simplicity. 
In 17139 when young Mr Pope, had by a series of 
the most astonishing victories and dazzling 
achievements, seized the crown of poetry; and the 
town was in an uproar of admiration, or hostility, 
for the young chief; when Pope was issuing liis 
famous decrees for the translation of the " Iliad "; 
when Dennis and the lower critics were hooting 
and assailing him; when Addison and the gentle- 
men of his court were sneering with sickening 
hearts at the prodigious triumphs of the young 
conqueror; when Pope, in a fever of victory, and 
genius, and hope, and anger, was struggling through 
the crowd of shouting friends and furious detractors 
to his temple of Fame, his old mother writes from 
the country, " My deare," says she, " my deare, 
there's Mr Blount, of Mapel Durom, dead the same 
day that Mr Inglefield died. Your sister is well; 
but your brother is sick. My service to Mrs 
Blount, and all that ask of me. I hope to hear 
from you, and that you are well, wluch is my 
daily prayer; and this with my blessing." The 
triumph marches by, and the car of the young 
conqueror, the hero of a hundred brilliant victories 
— the fond mother sits in the quiet cottage at home, 
and sa3rs ** I send you my daily prayers, and I 
bless you, my deare." 

In our estimate of Pope's character, let us always 
take into account that constant tenderness and 
fidelity of affection which pervaded and sanctified 
his life, and never forget that maternal benediction. 
It accompanied him adways: his life seems purified 
by those artless and heartfelt prayers. And he 
seems to have received and deserved the fond 
attachment of the other members of his family. It 
Is not a little touching to read in Spence of th^^ 
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enthusiastic admiratioa with which his half-sister 
regarded him, and the simple anecdote by which 

\/she illustrates her love. " I think no man was 
ever so little fond of money." Mrs Racket sa3rs 
about her brother, " I think my brother when he 
was young read more books than any man in the 
world " ; and she falls to telling stories of his school 
days, and the manner in which his master at Twy- 
ford ill-used him. " I don't think my brother 
knew what fear was," she continues; and the 
accounts of Pope's friends bear out this character 
for courage. When he had exasperated the dunces, 
and threats of violence and personal assault were 
brought to him, the dauntless little champion 
never for one instant allowed fear to disturb him, 
or condescended to take any guard in his daily 
walks, except occasionally his faithful dog to bear 
/him company. ** I had rather die at once," said 

^ tiie gallant little cripple, " than live in fear of those 
rascals." 

As for his death, it was what the noble Arbuthnot 
asked and enjoyed for himself — a euthanasia — a 
beautiful end. A perfect benevolence, affection, 
serenity, hallowed llie departure of that high soul. 
Even in the very hallucinations of his brain, and 
weaknesses of his delirium, there was something 
almost sacred. Spence describes him in his last 
days, looking up, and with a rapt gaze as if some- 
thing had suddenly passed before him. He said to 
me *' What's that? " pointing into the air with a 
very steady regard, and then looked down and 
said, with a smile of the greatest softness, " 'twas 
a vision! " He laughed scarcely ever, but his 
companions describe his countenance as often 
illuminated by a peculiar sweet smile. 

" When," said Spence, the kind anecdotist whom 
Johnson despised, "when I wad telling Lord 
Bolingbroke that Mr Pope, on every catchhig and 
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recovery of bis mind, was always saying something 
kindly of his present or absent friends; and that 
this was so surprising, as it seemed to me as if 
humanity had outlasted understanding, Lord 
Bolingbroke said, ' It has so,' and then added, * I 
never in my life knew a man who had so tender a 
heart for bis particular friends, or a more general 
friendship for mankind. I have known him these 
thirty years, and value myself more for that man's 
love than — * Here," Spence sa3rs, " St John sunk 
his head, and lost his voice in tears/' The sob 
which finishes the epitaph is finer than words. It 
is the cloak thrown over the father's face in the 
famous Greek picture which hides the grief and 
heightens it. 

In Johnson's '* Life of Pope," you will find de- 
scribed with rather a malicious minuteness some of 
the personal habits and infirmities of the g reat 
littigJBi^. His body was crooked, he was so 
short that it was necessary to raise his chair in 
order to place him on a level with other people at 
table. He was sewed up in a buckram suit every 
morning and required a nurse like a child. His 
contemporaries reviled these misfortunes with a 
strange acrimony, and made his poor deformed^ 
person the butt for many a bolt of heavy wit. 
The facetious Mr Dennis, in speaking of him, says, 
" If you take the first letter of Mr Alexander 
Pope's Christian name, and the first and last letters 
of his surname, you have A. P. £." Pope cata- 
logues, at the end of the " Dunciad," with a rueful 
precision, other pretty names, besides Ape, which 
Dennis called him. That great critic pronounced 
Mr Pope a little ass, a fool, a coward, a Papist, 
and therefore a hater of Scripture, and so forth. . 
It must be remembered that the pillory was a 
flourishing and popular institution in those da3rs. ^ 
Authors stood in it in the body sometimes: a»d 
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dragged their enemies thither morally, hooted 
them with foul abuse, and assailed tiiem with 
garbage of the gutter. Poor Pope's figure was an 
easy one for those clumsy caricaturists to draw. 
Any stupid hand could draw a hunchback, and 
write Pope underneath. They did. A Ubel was 
published against Pope, with such a frontispiece. 
This kind of rude jesting was an evidence not only 
of an ill nature, but a dull one. When a child 
makes a pun, or a lout breaks out into a laugh, it is 
some very obvious combination of words, or discrep- 
ancy of objects, which provokes the infantine 
satirist, or tickles the boorish wag; and many of 
Pope's revilers laughed, not so much because they 
were wicked, as because they knew no better. 

Without tiie utmost sensibility. Pope could not 
have been the poet he was; and through his life, 
however much he protested that he disregarded 
their abuse, the coarse ridicule of his opponents 
stung and tore him. One of Gibber's pamphlets 
coming into Pope's hands, whilst Richardson the 
. . painter was with him. Pope turned round and said, 

J V >/ " These things are my diversions: " and Richard- 
son, sitting by whilst Pope perused the libel, said 
he saw lus features ''writhing with anguish." 
How little human nature changes! Can't one see 
that little figure? Can't one fancy one is reading 
Horace? Can't one fancy one is speaking of to- 
day? 

The tastes and sensibilities of Pope, which led 
him to cultivate the society of persons of fine 
manners, or wit, or taste, or beauty, caused him to 
shrink equally from that shabby and boisterous 
crew which formed the rank and file of literature 
in his time: and he was as unjust to these men as 
they to him. The delicate little creature sickened 
at habits and company which were quite tolerable 
to robuster men; and in the famous feud betweea 



Prior, Gay and Pope 123 

Pope and the Dunces, and without attributing 
any peculiar wrong to either, one can quite under- 
stauid how the two parties should so hate each 
other. As I fancy, it was a sort of necessity that 
when Pope's triumph passed, Mr Addison and his 
men should look rather contemptuously down on 
it from their balcony; so it was natural for Dennis 
and Tibbald, and Webster and Gibber, and the 
worn and hungry press-men in the crowd below, to . 
howl at him and assail him. And Pope was more^ 
savage to Grub Street than Grub Street was to 
Pope. The thong with which he lashed them was 
dreadful; he fired upon that howling crew such 
shafts of flame and poison, he slew and wounded 
so fiercely, that in reading the '' Dunciad ** and 
the prose lampoons of Pope, one feels disposed to / 
side against the ruthless little tyrant, at least to ^ 
pity those wretched folks upon whom he was so 
unmerciful. It was Pope, and Swift to aid him, 
who established among us the Grub Street tradition. 
He revels in base descriptions of poor men's want; 
he gloats over poor Dennis's garret, and flannel 
night-cap, and red stockings; he gives instructions 
how to find Curll's authors, the historian at the 
tallow-chandler's under the blind arch in Petty 
France, the two translators in bed together, the .- 
poet in the cock-loft in /Budge Row, whose land- \/^ 
lady keeps the ladder. / It was Pope, I fear, who / 
contributed, more than, any man who ever lived,*^ 
to depreciate the literary calling. ) It was not an 
unprosperous one before that timp^ we have seen ; 
at least there were great prizes in the profession 
which had made Addison a minister, and Prior an 
ambassador, and Steele a commissioner, and 
Swift all but a bishop. The profession of letters / 
was ruined by that Ubel of tiie " Dunciad." If 
authors were wretched and poor before, if some of 
them lived in haylofts, of which their landladies 
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kept the ladders, at least nobody came to disturb 
them in their straw; if three of them had but one 
coat between them, the two remained invisible in 
the garret, the third, at anyrate, appeared decently 
at -the cofiee-house, and paid his twopence like a 
gentleman. It was Pope that dragged into Ught 
all this poverty and meanness, and held up those 
wretched shifts and rags to public ridicule. It was 
Pope that has made generations of the reading 
world (delighted with tiie mischief, as who would 
not be that reads it?) believe that author and 
wretch, author and rags, author and dirt, author 
and drink, gin, cow-heel, tripe, poverty, duns, 
baiUfis, squalling children and clamorous land- 
ladies, were alwa}^ associated together. The 
condition of authorship began to fall from the days 
of the ** Dunciad '' : and I believe in my heart that 
much of that obloquy which has since pursued our 
calling was occasioned by Pope's libels and wicked 
wit. Everybody read those. Everybody was 
famiUarised with the idea of the poor devil, the 
author. The manner is so captivating that young 
authors practise it, and begin their career with 
satire. It is so easy to write! and so pleasant to 
read! to fire a shot that makes a giant wince, 
perhaps; and fancy one's self his conqueror. It 
is easy to shoot — ^but not as Pope did — the_shafj^ 
of his satire rise sublimely: /no poet's verse ever 
mounted higher'than that wonderful flight with 
which the *' Dunciad " concludes:— I 

'* She comes, she comes ! the sable throne behold ! 
Of night primeval and of Chaos old ; 
Before her, Fancy's gilded clouds decay, 
And all its varying rainbows die away ; 
Wit shoots in vain its momentary fires, 
The meteor dr6ps, and in a flash expires. 
As, one by one, at dread Medea's strain 
The sick'ning stars fade off the ethereal plain ; 
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As Argus' eyes, by Hermes' wand oppress'd, 
Closedone by one to everlasting rest ; — 
Thus, at her fell approach and secret might, 
Art alter Art goes out, and all is night. 
See skulking Faith to her old cavern fled. 
Mountains of casuistry heaped o'er her head ; 
Philosophy, that leaned on Heaven before. 
Shrinks to her second cause and is no more. 
Religion, blushing, veils her sacred fires. 
And, unawares, Morality expires. 
Nor public flame, nor private, dares to shine. 
Nor human spark is left, nor glimpse divine. 
Lo ! thy dread empire, Chaos, is restored. 
Light dies before thy uncreating word ; 
Thy hand, great Anarch, let's the curtain &11, 
Ar^ nniversal darkness buries all." 

In these astonishing lines Pope reaches, I think, 
to the very greatest height which his sublime art 
has attained, and shows himself the equal of ally 
poets of all times. It is the brightest ardour, the 
loftiest assertion of truth, the most generous 
wisdom, illustrated by the noblest poetic figure, 
and spoken in words the aptest, grandest and 
most harmonious. It is heroic courage speaking: 
a splendid declaration of righteous wrath and war. ^ 
It is the gage flung down, and the silver trumpet 
ringing defiance to falsehood and tyranny, deceit, y 
duhiess, superstition. It is Truth, the champion, 
shining and intrepid, and fronting the great world- 
tyrant with armies of slaves at his back. It is a 
wonderful and victorious single combat, in that 
great battle, which has always been waging since y 
society began. 

In speaking of a work of consumiaate_art.one 
does not try to show what it actually, is, for that 
were vain; but what it is like, and what are the 
sensations produced in the mind of him who views 
it. And in considering Pope's admirable career, 
I am forced into siniUitudes drawn from other 
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courage and greatness, and into comparing him * \ 
with those who achieved triumphs in actual war. -q-r 
I think of the works df young Pope as I do of the 
actions of young Bonaparte or young Nelson. In 
their common Me you will find frailties and mean- | 

nesses, as great as the vices and follies of the ( | 
meanest men. But in the presence of the great ^^^ | 
occasion, the great soul flashes out, and conquers 'jc 
transcendent. In thinking of the splendour of 
Pope's young victories, of his merit, unequalled as ^g^ 
his renown, I hail and salute the achieving genius, 
and do homage to the pen of a hero. 



LECTURE THE FIFTH 

HOGARTH, SMOLLETT AND FIELDING 

I supposB as long as novels last and authors aim at 
interesting their public, there must always be in 
the story a virtuous and gallant hero, a wicked 
monster his opposite, and a pretty girl who finds 
a champion; bravery and virtue conquer beauty: 
and vice, after seeming to triumph through a cer- 
tain number of pages, is sure to be discomfited in 
the last volume, when justice overtakes him and 
honest folks come by their own. There never was 
perhaps a greatly popular story but this simple 
plot was carried through it: mere satiric wit is 
addressed to a class of readers and thinkers quite 
different to those simple souls who laugh and weep 
over the novel. I fancy very few le^es indeed, 
for instance, could be brought to like " GuUiver " 
heartily, and (putting the coarseness and difference 
of manners out of the question) to relish the 
wonderful satire of " Jonathan Wild." In that 
strange apologue, the author takes for a hero the 
greatest rascal, coward, traitor, t3n:ant, hypocrite, 
that his wit and experience, both large in this 
matter, could enable him to devise or depict; he 
accompanies this villain through all the actions of 
his life, with a grinning deference and a wonderful 
mock respect: and doesn't leave him, till he is 
dangling at the gallows, when the satirist makes 
him a low bow and wishes the scoundrel good day. 
It was not by satire of this sort, or by scorn and 
contempt, that Hogarth achieved his vast popu- 
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larity and acquired his reputation. His art is 
quite simple, he speaks popular parables to interest 
simple hearts and to inspire them with pleasure or 
pity or warning and terror. Not one of his tales 
/ but is as easy as " Goody Two Shoes '*; it is the 
moral of Tommy was a naughty boy and ihe master 
flogged him, and Jacky was a good boy and had 
plum cake, which pervades the whole works of the 
homely and famous English moralist. And if the 
moral is written in rather too large letters after the 
fable, we must remember how simple the scholars 
and schoolmaster both were, and like neither the 
less because they are so artless and honest. ** It 
was a maxim of Dr Harrison's," Fielding sa3rs in 
** Amelia," speaking of the benevolent divine and 
philosopher who represents the good principle in 
that novel — " that no man can descend below 
himself in doing any act which may contribute to 
protect an innocent person, or to bring a rogue to the 
gallows,** The moralist of that age had no com- 
^ /punction, you see; they had not begun to be 
"^ sceptical about the theory of punishment, and 
thought that the hanging of a thief was a spectacle 
for edification. Masters sent their apprentices, 
fathers took their children, to see Jack Sheppard 
or Jonathan Wild hanged, and it was as undoubting 
subscribers to this moral law that Fielding wrote 
and Hogarth painted. Except in one instance, 
where in the mad-house scene in the " Rake's Pro- 
gress " the girl whom he has ruined is represented 
as still tending and weeping over him in his in- 
sanity, a glimpse of pity for his rogues never seems 
to enter honest Hogarth's mind. There's not the 
slightest doubt in tiie breast of the jolly Draco. 

The famous set of pictures called '' Marriage k la 
Mode," and which are exhibited at Marlborough 
House, in London, contains the most important 
and highly wrought of the Hogarth comedies. 
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The care and method with which the moral grounds 
of these pictures are laid is as remarkable as the 
wit and skill of the observing and dexterous artist. 
He has to describe the negotiations for a marriage 
pending between the daughter of a rich citizen 
Alderman and young Lord Viscount Squanderfield, 
the dissipated son of a gouty old Earl. Pride and 
pomposity appear in every accessory surrounding 
the Earl. He sits in gold lace and velvet — as how 
should such an Earl wear anything but velvet and 
gold lace? His coronet is everywhere: on his 
footstool on which reposes one gouty toe* turned 
out; on the sconces and looking-glasses; on the 
dogs; on his lordship's very crutches; on his great 
chair of state and the great baldaquin behind him, 
under which he sits pointing majestically to his 
pedigree, which shows that h^ race is sprung from 
the loins of William the Conqueror, and confronting 
the old Alderman from the City, who has' mounted 
his sword for the occasion, and wears his Alder- 
man's chain, and has brought al>ag full of money, 
mortgage-deeds, and thousand pound notes for 
the arrangement of the transaction pending 
between them. Whilst the steward (a Methodist, 
therefore a hypocrite and cheat, for Hogarth 
scorned a Papist and a Dissenter) is negotiating 
between the old couple, their children sit together 
united but apart. My lord is admiring his coun- 
tenance in the glass, while his bride is twiddling 
her marriage ritig on her pocket handkerchief; and 
listening with rueful countenance to Counsellor 
Silvertongue, who has been drawing the settle- 
ments. The girl is pretty, but the painter, with a 
curious watchfulness, has taken care to give her a 
likeness to her father, as in the young Viscount's 
face you see a resemblance to the Earl, his noble 
sire. The sense of the coronet pervades the 
picture, as it is supposed to do the mind of its 
I 
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wearer. The pictures round the room axe sly 
hints indicating the situation of the parties about 
to marry. A martjnrisledto thefire; Andromeda 
is offered to sacrifice; Judith is going to slay Holo- 
femes. There is the ancestor of the house (in the 
picture it is th9 Earl himself as a 3roung man^) 
with a comet over his head, indicating -Qiat the 
career of the family is to be brilliant and brief. In 
the second picture, the old Lord must be dead, for 
Madam lias. now the Countess's coronet over her 
bed and toilet-glass, and sits listening to that 
danger(9us Counsellor Silvertongue, whose portrait 
now actually hangs up in her room, whilst the coun- 
sellor takes his ease on the sofa by her side, evi- 
dently the familiar of the house, and the confidant 
of the mistress. My lord takes his pleasure else- 
where than at home, whither he returns jaded and 
tipsy froiji the Rose, to find his wife yawning in her 
drawing-room, her whist-party over, and the day- 
light streaming in; or he amuses himself with the 
very worst company abroad, whilst his wife sits at 
home listening to foreign singers, or wastes her 
money at ^auctions, or, worse still, seeks amuse- 
ment at inasquerades. The dismal end is known. 
My lord* draws upon the counsellor, who kiUs him, 
and is apprehended whilst endeavouring to escape. 
My lady goes back perforce to the Alderman in the 
City, and faints upon reading Counsellor Silver- 
tongue's dying speech at Tyburn, where the coun- 
sellor has been executed for sending his lordship 
out of the world. Moral: — Don't listen to evU 
silver-tongued counsellors: don't marry a man 
for his rank, or a woman for her money: don't 
frequent foolish auctions and masquerade balls un- 
known to your husband: don't have wicked com- 
panions abroad and neglect your wife, otherwise 
you will be run through the body, and ruin will 
ensue, and disgrace, and Tyburn. The people are 
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all naughty, and Bogey carries them all ofF. In 
the ** Rake's Progress," a loose life is ended by a 
similar sad catastroDhe. It is the spendthrift 
coming into possessiV of the wealth of the paternal 
miser; the prodigal surrounded by flatterers, and 
s^asimg his substance on the very worst company; 
the bajlifls, the gambling-house, and Bedlam for 
an end. In the famous story of Industry and 
Idleness, the moral is pointed in a manner simi- 
larly clear. Fair-haired Frank Goodchild smiles 
at his work, whilst naughty Tom IdlS snores over 
his loom. Frank reads -die edii3dng ballads of 
Whittington and the London 'Prentice, whilst 
that reprobate Tom Idle prefers Moll Flanders, 
and drinks hugely of beer. Frank goes to church 
of a Sunday, and warbles h3mms from the gallery; 
while Tom hes on a tombstone outside playing at 
halfpenny-under-the-hat with street blackguards, 
and is deservedly caned by the beadle; Frank is 
made overseer of the business, whilst Tom is sent 
to sea. Frank is taken into partnership and 
marries his master's daughter, sends out broken 
victuals to the poor, and listens in his nightcap 
and gown, with the lovely Mrs Goodchild by his 
side, to the nuptial music of the City bands and 
the marrow-bones and cleavers; whilst idle Tom, 
returned from sea, shudders in a garret lest the 
officers are coming to take him for picking pockets. 
The Worshipful Francis Goodchild, Esq., becomes 
Sheriff of London, and partakes of the most splen- 
did dinners which money can purchase or Alder- 
man devour; whilst poor Tom is taken up in a 
night cellar, with that one-eyed and disreputable 
accompUce who first taught him to play chuck- 
farthing on a Sunday. What happens next? 
Tom is brought up before the justice of his country, 
in the person of Mr Alderman Goodchild, who 
weeps as he recognises his old brother 'prentice. 
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as Tom's one-eyed Mend peaches on him, and the 
clerk makes out the poor rogue's ticket for New- 
gate. Then the end comes. , Tom goes to Tyburn 
in a cart with a cofi&n in 4f; whilst the Right 
Honourable Francis Goodchild, Lord Mayor^of 
London, proceeds to his Mansion House, in his gilt 
coach with four footmen and a sword-bearer, 
whilst the Companies of London march in the 
august procession, whilst the trainbands of the 
City fire their pieces and get drunk in his honour; 
and oh, crowning dehght and glory of all, whilst 
his Majesty the King looks out from his royal 
balcony, with his ribbon on his breast, and his 
Queen and his star by his side, at the comer house 
of St Paul's Churchyard, where the toy-shop is 
now. 

How the times have changed! The new Post- 
office now not disadvantageously occupies that 
spot where the scaffolding is in the picture, where 
the tipsy trainband - man is lurching against the 
post, with his wig over one eye, and the 'prentice- 
boy is trying to kiss the pretty girl in the gallery. 
Passed away 'prentice-boy and pretty girl ! Passed 
away tipsy trainband-man with wig and bandoherl 
On the spot where Tom Idle (for whom I have an 
unaffected pity) made his exit from this wicked 
world, and where you see the hangman smoking 

^ his pipe as he reclines on the gibbet and views the 
hills of Harrow or Hampstead beyond — a, splendid 

I marble arch, a vast and modem city — clean, airy, 

\ painted drab, populous with nursery-mai^ and 
children, the abodes of wealth and comfort — ^the 

. elegant, the prosperous, the poUte Tybumia rises, 

y the most respectable district in the habitable globe ! 

In that last plate of the London Apprentices, in 

which the apotheosis of the Right Honourable 

Francis Goodchild is drawn, a ragged fellow is 

represented in the comer of the simple kindly piece* 
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OJBFeiing for sale a broadside, purporting to contadn 
an account of the appearance of the ghost of Tom 
Idle, executed at Tyburn. Could Tom's ghost 
have made its appearance in 1847, and not in 
1747, what changes would have been remarked by 
that astonished escaped criminal ! Over that road 
which the hangman used to travel constantly, and 
the Oxford stage twice a week, go ten thousand 
carriages every day: over yonder road, by which 
Dick Turpin fled to Windsor, and Squire Western 
journeyed into town, when he came to take up his 
quarters at the Hercules Pillars on the outskirts of 
London, what a rush of civilisation and order flows 
now! What armies of gentlemen with umbrellas 
march to banks, and chambers, and counting- 
houses! What regiments of nursery-maids and 
pretty infantry! what peaceful processions of 
policemen, what light broughams and what gay 
carriages, what swarms of busy apprentices and 
artificers, riding on omnibus-roofs, pass daily and 
hourly! Tom Idle's times are quite changed: 
many of the institutions gone into disuse which 
were admired in his day. There's more pity and 
kindness and a better chance for poor Tom's suc- 
cessors now than at that simpler period when Field- 
ing hanged him and Hogartii drew him. 

To the student of history, these admirable works 
must be invaluable, as they give us the most com- 
plete and truthful picture of the manners, and even 
the thoughts, of the past century. We look, and 
see pass before us the England of a hundred years 
ago — ^the peer in his drawing-room, the lady of 
fashion in her apartment, foreign singers surround- 
ing her, and the chamber filled with gew-gaws in 
the mode of that day; the church, with its quaint 
florid architecture and singing congregation; the 
parson with his great wig, and the beadle with his 
cane: all these are represented before us, and we 
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are sure of the truth of the portrait. We see how 
the Lord Mayor dines in state; how the prodigal 
drinks and sports at the bagnio ; how the poor girl 
beats hemp in Bridewell; how the thief divides his 
booty and drinks his punch at the night-cellar, and 
how he finishes his career at the gibbet. We may 
depend upon the perfect accuracy of these strange 
and varied portraits of the bygone generation: we 
see one of Walpole's members of Parliament 
chaired after his election, and the lieges celebrating 
the event, and drinking confusion to the Pre- 
tender: we see the grenadiers and trainbands of 
the City marching out to meet the enemy; and 
have before us, with sword and firelock, and white 
Hanoverian horse embroidered on the cap, the 
very fibres of the men who ran away with Johnny 
Cope, and who conquered at Culloden. The York- 
shire waggon rolls into the inn-yard; the country 
parson, in his jack-boots, and his bands and short 
cassock, comes trotting into town, and we fancy 
it is Parson Adams, with his sermons in his pocket. 
The Salisbury fly sets forth from the old Angel — 
you see the passengers entering the great heavy 
vehicle, up the wooden steps, their hats tied down 
with handkerchiefs over their faces, and under 
their arms, sword, hanger, and case-bottle; the 
landlady — apoplectic with the Hquors in her own 
bar — ^is tugging at the bell; the hunchbacked pos- 
tillion — ^he may have ridden the leaders to 
Humphrey Clinker — ^is begging a gratuity; the 
miser is grumbling at the bUl; Jack of the Centurion 
lies on the top of the clumsy vehicle, with a soldier 
by his side — ^it may be Smollett's Jack Hatchway 
— it has a likeness to Lismahago. You see the 
suburban fair and the strolling company of actors; 
the pretty milkmaid singing under the windows of 
the enraged French musician — it is such a girl as 
Steele charmingly described in the " Guardian," 
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a few years before this date, singing under Mr 
Ironside's window in Shire Lane, her pleasant 
carol of a May morning. You see noblemen and 
blacklegs bawHng and betting in the Cockpit; you 
see Garrick as he was arrayed in King Richard; 
Maoheath and Polly in the dresses which they wore 
when they charmed our ancestors, and when noble- 
men in blue ribbons sat on the stage and listened 
to their delightful music. You see the ragged 
French soldiery, in their white coats and cockades, 
at Calais Gate— they are of the regiment, very 
likely, which friend Roderick Random joined 
before he was rescued by his preserver Monsieur 
de Strap, with whom he fought on the famous day 
of Dettingen. You see the judges on the bench; 
the audience laughing in the pit; the student in the 
Oxford theatre; the citizen on his country walk; 
you see Broughton the boxer, Sarah Malcolm the 
n^urderess, Simon Lovat the traitor, John Wilkes 
the demagogue, leering at you vnih that squint 
"ndiich has become historical, and that face which, 
ugly as it was, he said he could make as captivating 
to woman as the countenance of the handsomest 
beau in town. All these sights and people are 
with you. After looking in the " Rake's Pro- 
gress," at Hogarth's picture of St James's Palace 
Gate, you may people the street, but Httle altered 
within these hundred 3rears, with the gilded 
carriages and thronging chairmen that bore the 
courtiers your ancestors to Queen Caroline's 
drawing-room more than a hundred years ago. y^'x 
What manner of man was he who executed these 
portraits — so various, so fadthful, and so admir- 
able ? In the London National Gallery most of us 
have seen the best and most carefully finished 
series of his comic paintings, and the portrait of 
his own honest face, of which the bright blue eyes 
shine out from the canvas and give you an idea of 



136 The English Humourists 

that keen and brave lcx>k with which William 
Hogarth regarded the world. No man was ever 
less of a hero; you see him before you, and can 
fancy what he was — a jovial, honest London 
citizen, stout and sturdy; a hearty, plain-spoken 
man, loving his laugh, his friend, his glass, his roast- 
beef of Old England, and having a proper bourgeois 
scorn for French frogs, for mounseers, and wooden 
shoes in general, for foreign fiddlers, foreign singers, 
and, above all, for foreign painters, whom he held 
in the most amusing contempt. 

It must have been great fun to hear him rage 
against Correggio and "die Carracci; to watch him 
thump the table and snap his fingers, and say, 
" Historical painters be hanged; here's the man 
that will paint against any of them for a hundred 
pounds. Correggio's ' Sigismunda! ' Look at 
Bill Hogarth's ' Sigismunda ' ; look at my altar- 
piece at St Mary Redclifie, Bristol; look at my 
' Paul before Felix,' and see whether I'm not as 
good as the best of them." 

Posterity has not quite confirmed honest 
Hogarth's opinion about his talents for the sublime. 
Altibiough Swift could not see the difference be- 
tween tweedle-dee and tweedle-dum, posterity has 
not shared the Dean's contempt for Handel; the 
world has discovered a difference between tweedle- 
dee and tweedle-dum, and given a hearty applause 
and admiration to Hogarth, too, but not exactly 
as a painter of scriptural subjects, or as a rival of 
Correggio. It does not take away from one's 
liking for the man, or from the moral of his story, or 
the humour of it, from one's admiration for the 
prodigious merit of his performances, to remember 
that he persisted to the last in believing that the 
world was in a conspiracy against him with respect 
to his talents as an historical painter, and that a 
set of miscreants, as he called them, were employed 



Hogarth, Smollett and Fielding 137 

to run his genius down. They say it was Liston's 
firm beUef , that he was a great and neglected tragic 
actor; they say that every one of us believes in his 
heart, or would like to have others beheve, that he 
is something which he is not. One of the most 
notorious of the " miscreants/' Hogarth says, was 
Wilkes, who assailed him in -the ** North Briton; " 
the other was Churchill, who put the ** North 
Briton " attack into heroic verse, and published 
his " Epistle to Hogarth." Hogarth replied by 
that caricature of WiUces, in which the patriot stiU 
figures before us, with his Satanic grin and squint, 
and by a caricature of ChurchiU, in which he is 
represented as a bear with a stalS, on which lie the 
fiiBt, lie the second, lie the tenth is engraved in 
nnmistakeable letters. There is very little mis- 
take about honest Hogarth's satire: if he has to 
paint a man with his throat cut, he draws him with 
his head almost off; and he tried to do the same 
for his enemies in tiiis little controversy. " Hav- 
ing an old plate by me," says he, " with some 
parts ready, sudi as the background, and a dog, I 
began to consider how I could turn so much work 
laid aside to some account, and so patched up a 
print of Master Churchill in the character of a 
bear; the pleasure and pecuniary advantage which 
I derived from these two engravings, together with 
occasionally riding on horseback, restored me to as 
much healtibi as I can expect at my time of life." 

And so he concludes his queer little book of 
Anecdotes, " I have gone through the circum- 
stances of a life which tUl lately passed pretty much 
to my own satisfaction, and I hope in no respect in- 
jurious to any other man. This I may safely 
assert, that I have done my best to make those 
about me tolerably happy, and my greatest enemy 
cannot say I ever did an intentional injury. What 
may follow, God knows." 
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A queer account still exists of a holiday jaunt 
taken by Hogarth and four friends of his, who set 
out, like the redoubted Mr Pickwick and his com- 
panions, but just a hundred years before those 
heroes, and made an excursion to Gravesend, 
Rochester, Sheerness, and adjacent places. One 
of the gentlemen noted down the proceedings of 
the journey, for which Hogarth and a brother 
artist made drawings. The book is chiefly curious 
at this moment from showing the citizen life of 
those days, and the rough jolly style of merriment^ 
not of the five companions merely, but of thousands 
of jolly fellows of their time. Hogarth and his 
friends quitting the Bedford Arms, Covent Garden, 
with a song, took water to Billingsgate, exchanging 
compliments with the barge-men as they went 
down the river. At Billingsgate, Hogarth made 
*' a caracatura " of a facetious porter, called the 
Duke of Puddledock, who agreeably entertained 
the party with the humours of the place. Hence 
they took a Gravesend boat for themselves; had 
straw to lie upon, and a tilt over their heads, they 
say, and went down the river at night, sleeping and 
singing jolly choruses. 

They arrived at Gravesend at six, when they 
washed their faces and hands, and hsid their wigs 
powdered. Then they sallied forth for Rochester 
on foot, and drank by the way three pots of ale. 
At one o'clock they went to dinner vnth excellent 
port, and a quantity more beer, and afterwards 
Hogarth and Scott played at hopscotch in the 
town hall. It would appear that they slept most 
of them in one room, and the chronicler of the party 
describes them all as waking at seven o'clock, and 
telling each other their dreams. You have rough 
sketches by Hogarth of the incidents of this holiday 
excursion. The sturdy little painter is seen 
sprawling over a plank to a boat at Gravesend; 
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the whole company are represented m one design, 
m a fisherman's room, where they had all passed 
the night. One gentleman in a nightcap is shaving 
himseU; another is being shaved by the fisher- 
man; a third, with a handkerchief over his bald 
pate, is taking his breakfast; and Hogarth is 
sketching the whole scene. 

They describe at night how they returned to their 
quarters, drank to their friends, as usual, emptied 
several cans of good flip, all singing merrily. 

It is a jolly party of tradesmen engaged at high- 
jinks. These were the manners and pleasures of 
Hogarth, of his time very likely, of men not very 
refined, but honest and merry. It is a brave 
London citizen, with John Bull habits, prejudices, 
and pleasures. 

Of Smollett's associates and manner of life the 
author of the admirable " Humphrey Clinker " 
has given us an interesting account in that mOst 
amusing of novels. 

I have no doubt that the above picture is as 
faithful a one as any from the pencil of his kindred 
humourist, Hogarth. 

We have before us, and painted by his own hand, 
Tobias Smollett, the manly, kindly, honest and 
irascible; worn and battered, but still brave and 
full of heart, after a long struggle against a hard 
fortune. His brain had been busied with a hun- 
dred different schemes; he had been reviewer and 
historian, critic, medical writer, poet, pamphleteer. 
He had fought endless literary battles; and braved 
and wielded for years the cudgels of controversy. 
It was a hard and savage fight in those da.ys, and a 
niggard pay. He was oppressed by illness, age, 
narrow fortune; but his spirit was still resolute, 
and his courage steady; the battle over, he could 
do justice to the enemy with whom he had been so 
fiercely engaged, and give a not unfriendly grasp 
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to the hand that had mauled him. He is like one 
of those Scotch cadets, of whom history gives us so 
many examples, and whom, with a national 
fidehty, the great Scotch novelist has painted so 
charmingly. Of gentle birth and narrow means, 
going out from his northern home to win his 
fortune in the world, and to fight his way, armed 
with courage, hunger, and keen wits. His crest is 
a shattered oak tree, with green leaves yet spring- 
ing from it. On his ancient coat-of-arms there is a 
lion and a horn; this shield of his was battered 
and dinted in a hundred fights and brawls, through 
which the stout Scotchman bore it courageously. 
You see somehow that he is a gentleman, through 
all his battling and struggling, his poverty, his 
hard-fought successes, and his defeats. His 
novels are recollections of his own adventures; his 
characters drawn, as I should think, from person- 
ages with whom he became acquainted in his own 
career of life. Strange companions he must have 
had; queer acquaintances he made in the Glasgow 
College — in the country apothecary's shop; in the 
gun-room of the man-of-war where he served as 
surgeon, and in the hard life on shore, where the 
sturdy adventurer struggled for fortune. He did 
not invent much, as I fancy, but had the keenest 
perceptive faculty, and described what he saw with 
wonderful relish and deUghtful broad humour. I 
think Uncle Bowling, in ** Roderick Random," is 
as good a character as Squire Western himself; 
and Mr Morgan, the Welsh apothecary, is as 
pleasant as Dr Caius. What man who hais made 
his inestimable acquaintance — ^what novel reader 
who loves Don Quixote and Major Dalgetty — wiD 
refuse his most cordial acknowledgments to the 
admirable Lieutenant Lismahago. The novel of 
** Humphrey Clinker " is, I do think, the most 
laughable story that has ever been written since 
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the goodly art of novel-writing began. Winifred 
Jenkins and Tabitha Bramble must keep English- 
men on the grin for ages yet to come; and in their 
letters and tiie story of their loves IJiere is a per- 
petual fount of sparkUng laughter^ as inexhaustible 
as Bladud's well. 

Fiftiaip pTj. too, has described, though with a 
greater h^d, the characters and scenes which he 
knew and saw. He had more than ordinary oppor- 
tunities for becoming acquainted with life. His 
family and education first — ^his fortunes and mis- 
fortunes afterwards — ^brought him into the society 
of every rank and condition of man. Qie is him- 
self the hero of his books : he is wild Tom Jones^he 
is wild Captain Booth, less wild, I am glad to thmk, 
than his predecessor, at least heartily conscious of 
demerit, and anxious to amend. 

When Fielding first came upon the town in 1727, 
the recollection of the great wits was still fresh in 
the cojSee-houses and assembUes, and the judges 
there declared that young Harry Fielding had more 
Spirits and wit than Congreve or any of his brilliant 
successors. His figure was tall and stalwart; his 
face handsome, maoly, and noble-looking; to the 
very last days of his life he retained a grandeur of 
air, and, although worn down by disease, his aspect 
and presence imposed respect upon the people 
round about him. 

A dispute took place between Mr Fielding and 
the captain of the ship in which he was making his 
last voyage, and Fielding relates how the man 
finally went do\im on his knees and begged his 
passenger's pardon. He was living up to the last 
days of his hfe, and his spirit never gave in. His 
vital power must have been immensely strong. 
Lady Mary Wortley Montagu prettily characterises 
Fielding and this capacity for happiness which he 
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possessed, in a little notice of his death, when she 
compares him to Steele, who was as improvident 
and as happy as he was, and says that both should 
have gone on living for ever. One can fancy the 
eagerness and gusto with which a man of Fielding's 
frame, with his vast health and robust appetite, his 
ardent spirits, his jo3rful humour, and his keen and 
hearty relish for life, must have seized and drunk 
that cup of pleasure which the town ojBFered to him. 
Can any of my hearers remember the youthful 
feats of a college breakfast — ^the meats devoured 
and the cups quaffed in that Homeric feast? I 
can call to mind some of the heroes of those youth- 
ful banquets, and fancy young Fielding from Ley- 
den rushing upon the feast, with his great laugh 
and immense healthy young appetite, eager and 
vigorous to enjoy. The young man's wit and 
manners made him friends everywhere: he lived 
with the grand Man's society of those da}^; he 
was courted by peers and men of wealth and 
fashion. As he had a paternal allowance from his 
father. General Fielding, which, to us^ Henry's 
own phrase, any man might pay who would; as 
he liked good wine, good clolSies, and good com- 
pany, which are all expensive articles to purchase, 
Harry Fielding began to run into debt, and borrow 
money in that easy manner in which Captain 
Booth borrows money in the novel: was in nowise 
particular in accepting a few pieces &om the purses 
of his rich friends, and bore down upon more than 
one of them, as Walpole tells us only too truly, for 
a dinner or a guinea. To supply himself witii the 
latter, he began to write theatrical pieces, having 
already, no doubt, a considerable acquaintance 
amongst the Oldfields and Bracegirdles behind the 
scenes. He laughed at these pieces and scorned 
them. When the audience upon one occasion 
began to hiss a scene which he was too lazy to 
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correct, and regarding which, when Garrick re- 
monstrated with him, he said that the pubUc was 
too stupid to find out the badness of his work; — 
when tiie audience began to hiss. Fielding said, 
with characteristic coohiess — " They have found 
it out, have they? " He did not prepare his novels 
in this way, and with a very different care and 
interest laid the foundations and built up the 
edifices of his future fame. 

Time and shower have very little damaged 
those. The fashion and ornaments are, perhaps, 
of the architecture of that age; but the buildings 
remain strong and lofty, and of admirable propor- 
tions — masterpieces of genius and monuments of 
workmanlike skill. 

I cannot offer or hope to make a hero of Harry 
Fielding. Why hide his faults? Why conceal 
his weaJmesses in a cloud of periphrases? Why 
not show him, like him as he is, not robed in a 
marble toga, and draped and polished in a heroic 
attitude, but with inked ruffles, and claret stains on 
his tarnished laced coat, and on his manly face the 
marks of good fellowship, of iUness, of kindness, 
of care, and wine. Stained as you see him, and 
worn by care and dissipation, that man retains 
some of the most precious and splendid human 
qualities and endowments. He has an admirable 
natural love of truth, the keenest instinctive anti- 
pathy to hypocrisy, the happiest satirical gift of 
laughing it to scorn. His wit is wonderfully wise 
and detective; if flashes upon a rogue and lightens 
up a rascal like a policeman's lantern. He is one 
of the manliest and kindUest of human beings: in 
the midst of all his imperfections, he respects 
female innocence and infantine tenderness, as you 
would suppose such a great-hearted, courageous 
soul would respect and care for them. He could 
not be so brave, generous, truth-telling as he is» 
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^ were he not infinitely merciful, pitiful, and tender. 
He will give any man his purse — ^he can't help 
^ / kindness and profusion. ^ He may have low tastes, 
^^ ^ but not a mean mind ^ he admires with all his 
heart good and virtuou^men, stoops to no flattery, 
bears no rancour, disdains all disloyal arts, does 
his pubUc duty uprightly, is fondly loved by his 
family, and dies at his work. 

If that theory be— and I have no doubt it is — 
the right and safe one, that human nature is 
.always pleased with the spectacle of innocence 
jrescued by fidelity, purity, and courage; I suppose 
Ithat of the heroes of Fielding's three novels, we 
khould like honest Joseph Andrews the best, and 
fcaptain Booth the second, and Turn Jones the 
third. 

Joseph Andrews, though he wears Lady Booby's 
cast-ofi livery, is, I think, to the full as polite as 
Tom Jones in his fustian-suit, or Captain Booth in 
regimentals. He has, like those heroes, large 
/calves, broad shoulders, a high courage, and a 
handsome face. The accounts of Joseph's bravery 
and good qualities; his voice, too musical to halloo 
to the dogs; his bravery in riding races for the 
gentlemen of the county, and his constancy in 
refusing bribes and temptation, have something 
affecting in their natveti and freshness, and pre- 
possess one in favour of that handsome young hero. 
The rustic bloom of Fanny, and the delightful 
simpUcity of Parson Adams are described with a 
friendliness which wins the reader of their story; 
we part with them with more regret than from 
Booth and Jones. 

Fielding, no doubt, began to write this novel in 
ridicule of " Pamela," for which work one can 
understand the hearty contempt and antipathy 
which such an athletic and boisterous genius as 
Fielding's must have entertained. He couldn't do 
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otherwise than laugh at the puny Cockney book- 
seller, pouring out endless volumes of senti- 
mental twaddle, and hold him up to scorn as a 
moll-coddle and a milksop. His genius had been 
nursed on sack-posset, and not on dishes of tea. 
His muse had sung the loudest in tavern choruses 
had seen the dayhght streaming in over thousands 
of emptied bowls, and reeled home to chambers on 
the shoulders of the watchman. Richardson's 
goddess was attended by old maids and dowagers, 
and fed on muffins and bohea. ** Milksop ! " roars 
Harry Fielding, clattering at the timid shop- 
shutters. "Wretch! Monster! Mohock!" 
shrieks the sentimental author of " Pamela "; and 
all the ladies of his court cackle out an afirighted 
chorus. Fielding proposes to write a book in 
ridicule of the author, whom he disliked and utterly 
scorned and laughed at; but he is himself of so 
generous, jovial, and kindly a turn that he begins 
to like the characters which he invents, can't help 
making them manly and pleasant as well as ridicul- 
ous, and before he has done with them all loves 
them heartily every one. 

Richardson's sickening antipathy for Harry 
Fielding is quite as natural as the otiier's laughter 
and contempt at the sentimentalist. I have not 
learned that these likings and dislikings have ceased 
in the present day: and every author must lay his 
account not only to misrepresentation but to 
honest enmity among critics, and to being hated 
and abused for good as well as for bad reasons. 
Richardson disliked Fielding's works quite 
honestly: Walpole quite honestly spoke of them 
as vulgar and stupid. Their squeamish stomachs 
sickened at the rough fare and the rough guests 
assembled at Fielding's jolly revel. Indeed the 
cloth might have been cleaner: and the dinner 
and the company were scarce such as suited a 



146 The English Humourists 

dandy. The kind and wise old Johnson would not 
sit down with him. But a greater scholar than 
Johnson could afford to admire that astonishing 
genius of Harry Fielding: and we all know the 
lofty panegyric which Gibbon wrote of him, and 
which remains a towering monument to the great 
novelist's memory. '* Our immortal Fielding," 
Gibbon writes, " was of the younger branch of the 
Earls of Denbigh, who drew their origin from the 
Counts of Hapsburgh. The successors of Charles 
V. may disdain their brethren of England: but 
the romance of ' Tom Jones,' that exquisite picture 
of human manners, will outHve the palace of the 
Escurial and the Imperial Eagle of Austria." 

There can be no gainsaying the sentence of this 
great judge. To have your name mentioned by 
Gibbon, is like having it written on the dome of 
St Peter's. Pilgrims from aU the world admire 
a nd be hold it. 

y^Asa, picture of manners, the novel of '* Tom 
\Jones " is indeed exquisite: as a work of construc- 
tion quite a wonder: the by-play of wisdom; the 
y power of observation; the multipUed felicitous 
turns and thoughts; the varied character of the 
great Comic Epic, keep the reader in a perpetual 
admiration and curiosity^ But against Mr 
Thomas Jones himself we have a right to put in a 
protest, and quarrel with the esteei^ the author 
evidentLy has for that character. Charles Lamb 
says finely of Jones, that a single hearty laugh 
from him " clears the air " — ^but then it is in a 
certain state of the atmosphere. Itmight clear 
the air when such, pei^soiifikges.jis Bl!gr''6f Xa^fly, 
Bellaston potsoh it. But I ^ear very much that 
(except untffthe >^ry last scene of the story), when 
Mr Jones enters Sophia's drawing-room, the pure 
air there is rather tainted with the young gentle- 
man's tobacco-pipe and punch. I can't say that 
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I think Mr Jones a virtuous character; d can't say 
but that I think Fielding's evident liking and 
admiration for Mr Jones shows that the great 
humourist's moral sense was blunted by his life, ^ 
and that here in Art and Ethics, there is a great 
error^ If it is right to have a hero whom we may ^ 
adgiire^letJa&>^ least ^ ake- em% that htfjt y is , .adjnirr . Jf 
able^.--lfras is the plan of some authors (a plan 
deddedly against their interests, be it said), it is 
propounded that there exists in life no such being, 
and therefore that in novels, the picture of life, 
there should appear no such character; then Mr 
Thomas Jones becomes an admissible person, and 
we examine his defects and good qualities, as we 
do those of Parson Thwackum, or Miss Seagrim. 
But a hero with a flawed reputation; a hero 
spunging for a guinea; a hero who can't pay his 
landlady, and is obliged to let his honour out to 
hire, is absurd, and his claim to heroic rank un- 
tenable. I protest against Mr Thomas Jones 
holding such rank at all. I protest even against 
his being considered a more ^an ordinary young 
fellow, ruddy-cheeked, broad-shouldered, and fond 
of wine and pleasure. He would not rob a church, 
but that is aU; and a pretty long argument may be 
debated, as to which of these old t3rpes, the spend- 
thrift, the hypocrite, Jones and Blifll, Charles 
and Joseph Surface, — is the worst member of 
society and the most deserving of censure. The 
prodigal Captain Booth is a better man than his 
predecessor Mr Jones, in so far as he thinks much 
m ore humbly of hims el f th an lones did: goes 
do^m on ms knees, and owns his weaknesses, and 
cries out " Not for my sake, but for the sake of my 
pure and sweet and beautiful wife Amelia, I pray 
you, O critical reader, to forgive me." That stem 
moralist regards him from tiie bench (the judge's 
practice out of court is not here the question), and 
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says, " Captain Booth, it is perfectly true that your 
life has been disreputable, and that on many occa- 
sions you have shown yourself to be no better than 
a scamp— 3«>u have been tippling at the tavern, 
when the kindest and sweetest lady in the world 
has cooked your little supper of boiled mutton and 
awaited you all the night; 3^u have spoilt the 
little dish of boiled mutton thereby, and caused 
pangs and pains to Amelia's tender heart. You 
have got into debt without the means of paying it. 
You have gambled the money with which you 
ought to have paid your rent. You have spent in 
driok or in worse amusements the sums which your 
poor wife has raised upon her little home treasures, 
her own ornaments, and the toys of her children. 
But, you rascal! 3^u own humbly that you are 
no better than 3^u should be; you never for one 
moment pretend that you are anything but a 
miserable weak-minded rogue. You do in your 
heart adore that angelic woman, your wife, and 
for her sake, sirrah, you shall have your discharge. 
Lucky for you and for others like 3rou, that in spite 
of 3^ur failings and imperfections, pure hearts pity 
and love you. For your wife's sake you are per- 
mitted to go hence without a remand; and I beg 
you, by the way, to carry to that angelical lady the 
expression of the cordial respect and admiration of 
this court." Amelia pleads for her husband Will 
Booth: Amelia pleads for her reckless kindly old 
father, Harry Fielding. To have invented that 
character, is not only a triumph of art but it is a 
good action. They say it was in his own home 
that Fielding. knew her and loved her: and from 
his own wife that he drew the most charming 
^f character in 'English fiction — Fiction ! why fiction ? 
why not Ustory? I know Ameha just as well as 
Lady Mary Wortley Montagu. I believe in Colonel 
Bath almost as much as in Colonel Gardiner or the 
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Duke of Cumberland. I admire the author of 
" Amelia," and thank the kind master who intro- 
duced me to that sweet and delightful companion 
and friend. ** Amelia " perhaps is nnt a hr^^ o»r%^^r 
than " Tom Jones," but it has t he better ethics: 
the prodigal repents at least, before forgiveness, — 

whCT eas that odious brogj^ -b ^ l ^ed Mr Jonps, 

carries off ffls beauty with scarce^ interval of 
remorse for his manifold error^^andshoft-comings; 
and Js not hag jpiinished en oughjbefore the gr eat 
prize of fortuneand love ^ahs to_his sfi'are. 1 am 
angry with" Jonesi Too much of the plum-cake 
and rewards of life fall to that boisterous, swagger- 
ing young scapegrace. Sophia actuaDy sijirfenaers 
without a proper sense of decorum; the fond,, 
foolish, palpitating little creature, — " Indeed, Mr 
Jones," she sa3rs, "it rests with you to appoiiit 
the day." I suppose Sophia is drawn from life as 
well as Amelia; and many a young fellow, no 
better than Mr Thomas Jones, has carried by a coup 
de main the heart of many a kind girl who was a 
great deal too good for him. 

What a wonderful art! What an admirable gift 
of nature was it by which the author of these tales 
was endowed, and which enabled him to fix our 
interest, to waken our sympathy, to seize upon our 
credulity, so that we believe in his people — ^specu- 
late gravely upon their faults or their excellencies, 
prefer this one or that, deplore Jones's fondness for 
drink and play, Booth's fondness for play and 
drink, and the unfortunate position of the wives of 
both gentlemen — ^love and admire those ladies with 
all our hearts, and talk about them as faithfully as 
if we had breakfasted with them this morning in 
their actaul drawing-rooms, or should meet them 
this afternoon in the Park! What a genius! what 
a vigour! what a bright-eyed intelligence and 
observation ! what a wholesome hatred for mean- 
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ness and knavery! what a vast sympathy! what 
a cheerfuhiess ! what a manly relish of life! what 
a love of human kind! what a poet is here! — 
watching, meditating, brooding, creating! What 
multitudes of truths has that man left behind him! 
What generations he has taught to laugh wisely 
and fairly! What scholars he has formed and 
accustomed to the exercise of thoughtful humour 
and the manly play of wit! What a courage he 
had ! What a dauntless and constant cheerfulness 
of intellect, that burned bright and steady through 
all the storms of his life, and never deserted its last 
wreck! It is wonderful to think of the pains stnd 
misery which the man suffered; the pressure of 
want, illness, remorse which he endured; and that 
the writer was neither malignant nor melancholy, 
his view of truth never warped, and his generous 
human kindness never surrendered. 

In the quarrel mentioned before, which happened 
on Fielding's last voyage to Lisbon, and when the 
stout captain of the ship fell down on his knees and 
asked the sick man's pardon — " I did not suffer," 
Fielding says, in his hearty, manly way, his eyes 
lighting up as it were with their old fire — " I did 
not suffer a brave man and an old man to remain 
a moment in that posture, but immediately for- 
gave him." Indeed, I think, with his noble spirit 
and unconquerable generosity. Fielding reminds 
one of those brave men of whom one reads in stories 
of English shipwrecks and disasters — of the officer 
on the African shore, when disease has destroyed 
the crew, and he himself is seized by fever, who 
throws the lead with a death-stricken hand, takes 
the soundings, carries the ship out of the river or 
off the dangerous coast, and dies in the manly 
endeavour — of the wounded captain, when the 
vessel founders, who never loses his heart, who eyes 
the danger steadily, and has a cheery word for all. 
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until the inevitable fate overwhelms him, and the 
gallant ship goes down. Such a brave and gentle 
heart, such an intrepid and courageous spirit, I 
love to recognise in the manly, the English Hany 
Fielding. 



LECTURE THE SIXTH 
STERNE AND GOLDSMITH 

Roger Sterne, Sterne's father, was the second 
son of a numerous race, descendants of Richard 
Sterne, Archbishop of York, in the reign of James 
II., and children of Simon Sterne and Mary 
Jaqnes, his wife, heiress of Elvington, near York. 
Roger was a lieutenant in Handiside's regiments, 
and engaged in Flanders in Queen Anne's wars. 
He married the daughter of a noted sutler, " N.B., 
he was in debt to him," his son writes, pursuing 
the paternal biography, and marched through the 
world with this companion, following the regiment 
and bringing many children to poor Roger Sterne. 
The captain was an irascible but kind and simple 
little man, Sterne sa3rs, and informs us that his sire 
was run through lie body at Gibraltar, by a 
brother officer, in a duel, which arose out of a dis- 
pute about a goose. Roger never entirely re- 
covered from the effects of this rencontre, but died 
presently at Jamaica, whither he had followed the 
drum. 

Lawrence, his second child, was bom at Clonmel, 
in Ireland, in 17 13, and travelled for the first ten 
years of his life, on his father's march, from barrack 
to transport, from Ireland to England. 

One relative of his mother's took her and her 
family under shelter for ten months at Mullingar: 
another collateral descendant of the Archbishop's 
housed them for a year at his castle near Carrick- 
fergus. Larry Sterne was put to school at Halifax 
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in England, finally was adopted by his kinsman of 
Elvington, and parted company with his father, the 
captain, who marched on his path of life till he met 
the fatal goose, which closed his career. The most 
picturesque and delightful parts of Lawrence 
Sterne's writings we owe to his recollections of the 
military life. Trim's montero cap, and Le ^evre's 
sword, and dear Uncle Toby's roquelaure, are 
doubtless reminiscences of the boy, who had lived 
with the followers of William and Marlborough, 
and had beat time with his little feet to the fifes of 
Ramillies in Dublin barrack-yard, or played with 
the torn flags and halberds of Malplaquet on the 
parade ground at Clonmel. 

Lawrence remained at Halifax school till he was 
eighteen years old. His wit and cleverness appear 
to have acquired the respect of his master here: 
for when the usher whipped Lawrence for writing 
his name on the newly white-washed schoolroom 
ceiling, the pedagogue-in-chief rebuked the under- 
strapper, and said that the name should never be 
effaced, for Sterne was a boy of genius, and would 
come to preferment. 

His cousin, the Squire of Elvington, sent Sterne 
to Jesus College, Cambridge, where he remained 
five years, and taking orders, got, through his 
uncle's interest, the living of Sutton and the Pre- 
bendary of York. Through his wife's connections, 
he got the living of Stillington. He married her 
in 1 74 1, having ardently courted the young lady 
for some years previously. It was not until the 
young lady fancied herself dying that she made 
Sterne acquainted with the extent of her liking for 
him. One evening when he was sitting with her, 
with an almost broken heart to see her so ill (the 
Rev. Mr Sterne's heart was a good deal broken in 
the course of his life), she said — " My dear Laurey, 
I never can be yours, for I verily believe I bave not 
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long to live, but I have left you every shilling of 
my fortune," a generosity which overpowered 
Sterfie: she recovered: and so they were married, 
and grew heartily tired of each other before many 
years were over. '' Nescio quid est materia cum 
me," Sterne writes to one of his friends (in dog- 
Latin, and very sad dog-Latin too), "sed sum 
fatigatus et aegrotus de mei uxore plus quam 
unquam," which means, I am sorry to say, '* I 
don't know what is the matter with me: but I am 
more tired and sick of my wife than ever." 

This to be sure was five-and-twenty years after 
Laurey had been overcome by her generosity and 
she by Laurey's love. Then he wrote to her of the 
delights of marriage, saying — " We will be as 
merry and as innocent as our first parents in Para- 
dise before the arch-fiend entered that indescribable 
scene. The kindest affections will have room to 
expand in our retirement — let the human tempest 
and hurricane rage at a distance, the desolation is 
beyond the horizon of peace. My L. has seen a 
polyanthus blow in December? — Some friendly 
waU has sheltered it from the biting wind — ^no 
planetary influence shall reach us, but that which 
presides and cherishes the sweetest flowers. The 
gloomy family of care and distrust shall be banished 
from our dwelling, guarded by thy kind and tutelar 
deity, — we will sing our choral songs of gratitude 
and rejoice to the end of our pilgrimage. Adieu, 
my L. Return to one who languishes for thy 
society! — ^As I take up my pen, my poor pulse 
quickens, my pale face glows, and tears are trick- 
ling down on my paper as I trace the word L." 

And it is about this woman, with whom he finds 
no fault, but that she bores him, that our philan- 
thropist writes, ** Sum fatigatus et aegrotus " — 
Sum mortaliter in amore with somebody else! 
That fiQe flower of love, that pol3ranthus over which 
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Sterne snivelled so many tears, could not last for a 
quarter of a century! 

Or rather it could not be expected that a gentle- 
man with such a fountain at command, should 
keep it to arroser one homely old lady, when a score 
of younger and prettier people might be refreshed 
from the same gushing source. It was in Decem- 
ber 1767, that the Rev. Lawrence Sterne, the 
famous Shandean, the charming Yorick, the 
delight of the fashionable world, the delicious 
divine for whose sermons the whole polite world 
was subscribing, the occupier of Rabelais's easy- 
chair, only fresh stufied and more elegant than 
when in possession of the C3niical old curate of 
Meudon, — ^the more than rival of the Dean of St 
Patrick's, wrote the above quoted respectable 
letter to his friend in London: and it was in April 
of the same year that he was pouring out his fond 
heart to Mrs Elizabeth Draper, wife of " Daniel 
Draper, Esq., Counsellor of Bombay, and, in 1775, 
chief of the factory of Surat — sl gentleman very 
much respected in that quarter of the globe.'' 

** I got thy letter last night, Eliza," Sterne 
writes, ** on my return from Lord Bathurst's, 
where I dined — (the letter has this merit in it that 
it contains a pleasant reminiscence of better men 
than Sterne, and introduces us to a portrait of a 
kind old gentleAian) — I got thy letter last night, 
EUza, on my return from Lord Bathurst's; and 
where I was heard — as I talked of thee an hour 
without intermission — ^with so much pleasure and 
attention, that the good old Lord toasted your 
health three different times; and now he is in his 
85 th year, says he hopes to live long enough to be 
introduced as a friend to my fair Indian disciple, 
and to see her eclipse aU other Nabobesses as much 
in wealth, as she does already in exterior, and 
what is far better (for Sterne is nothing without his 
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morality), and what is far better, in interior merit. 
This nobleman is an old friend of mine. You know 
he was always the protector of men of wit and 
genius, and has had those of the last century, 
Addison, Steele, Pope, Swift, Prior, &c., always at 
his table. The manner in which his notice began 
of me was as singular as it was poHte. He came up 
to me one day as I was at the Princess of Wales's 
court, and said, ' I want to know you, Mr Sterne, 
but it is fit you also should know who it is that 
wishes this pleasure. You have heard of an old 
Lord Bathurst, of whom your Popes and Swifts 
have sung and spoken so much? I have lived my 
life with geniuses of that cast; but have survived 
them; and, despairing ever to find their equals, it 
is some years since I have shut up my books and 
closed my accounts; but you have kindled a desire 
in me of opening them once more before I die: 
which I now do: so go home and dine with me.' 
This nobleman, I say, is a prodigy, for he has all 
the wit and promptness of a man of thirty; a dis- 
position to be pleased, and a power to please others, 
be3^nd whatever I Imew: added to which a man 
of learning, courtesy, and feeling. 

'' He heard me talk of thee, Eliza, with un- 
common satisfaction — ^for there was only a third 
person, and of sensibility y with us: and a most 
sentimental afternoon till nine o'clock have we 
passed! But thou, Eliza! wert the star that con- 
ducted and enhvened the discourse. And when I 
talked of thee, still didst thou fill my mind, and 
warm every thought I uttered, for I am not 
ashamed to acknowledge I greatly miss thee. 
Best of all good girls! — ^the sufferings I have sus- 
tained aU night in consequence of thine, Eliza, are 
beyond the power of words. . . . And so thou 
hast fixed thy Bramin's portrait over thy writing- 
desk, and will consult it in all doubts and diffi- 
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culties? — Grateful and good girl! Yorick smiles 
contentedly over all thou dost: his picture does not 
do justice to his own complacency. I am glad 
your shipmates are friendly beings (Eliza was at 
Deal going back to the Counsellor at Bombay, and 
indeed it was high time she should be off). You 
could least dispense with what is contrary to your 
own nature, which is soft and gentle, EUza; it 
would civilize savages — ^though pity were it thou 
shouldst be tainted with the office. Write to me, 
my child, thy delicious letters. Let them speak 
the easy carelessness of a heart that opens itself 
anyhow, every how, such, Eliza, I write to thee I 
(the artless rogue, of course he did!) And so I 
should ever love thee, most artlessly, most affec* 
tionately, if Providence permitted thy residence in 
the same section of the globe: for I am all that 
honour and affection can make me ' Thy Bramin.' " 

The Bramin continues addressing Mrs Draper 
until the departure of the Earl of Chatham, India- 
man, from Deal, on the 2nd of April 1767. He is 
amiably anxious about the fresh paint for EUza's 
cabin; he is uncommonly solicitous about her 
companions on board: " I fear the best of your 
shipmateslare only genteel by comparison with the 
contrasted crew witii which thou beholdest them. 
So was — ^you know who-~from the same fallacy 
which was put upon your judgment when — ^but I 
will not mortify you ! " 

" You know who " was, of course, Daniel 
Draper, Esq., of Bombay — ^a gentleman very much 
respected in that quarter of the globe, and about 
whose probable health our worthy Bramin writes 
with delightful candour. 

" I honour you, Eliza, for keeping secret some 
things which, if explained, had been a panegyric on 
yourself. ThereJ[is a dignity in venerable affliction 
which will not allow it to appeal to the world for 
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pity or redress. Well have you supported that 
character, my amiable, my philosophic friend! 
And indeed, I begin to think you have as many 
virtues as my Uncle Toby's widow. Talking of 
widows — pray, Eliza, if ever you are such, do not 
think of giving yourself to some wealthy Nabob, 
because I design to marry you myself. My wife 
cannot live long, and I know not the woman I 
should like so well for her substitute as yourself. 
'Tis true I am ninety-five in constitution, and you 
but twenty-five; but what I want in youth, I will 
make up in wit and good-humour. Not Swift so 
loved his Stella, Scarron his Maintenon, or Waller 
his Saccharissa. Tell me, in answer to this, that 
you approve and honour the proposal." 

Approve and honour the proposal! The coward 
was writing gay letters to his friends this while, 
with sneering allusions to this poor iooHsh Bramine, 
Her ship was not out of the Downs, and the charm- 
ing Sterne was at the Mount Coffee-house, with a 
sheet of gilt-edged paper before him, offering tiiat 

precious treasure his heart to Lady P * asking 

whether it gave her pleasure to see him unhappy? 
whether it added to her triumph that her eyes and 
lips had turned a man into a fool? — quoting the 
Lord's Prayer, with a horrible baseness of 
blasphemy, as a proof that he had desired not to be 
led into temptation, and swearing himself the most 
tender and sincere fool in the world. If was from 
his home at Coxwould that he wrote the Latin 
letter, which, I suppose, he was ashamed to put 
into EngHsh. I find in my copy of the Letters, 
that there is a note of I can't call it admiration, at 
letter 112, which seems to announce that there was 
u ' a No. 3 to whom the wretchgdworn-out old sc amp 
was paying his addresses; and'-Qie yeai sUler,' 
having come back to his lodgings in Bond Street, 
with his ** Sentimental Journey " to launch upon 
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the town, eager as ever for praise and pleasure; 
as vain, a^^cked, as witty, as false as he had ever 
been, death at length seized the feeble wretch, 
and, on the i8th of March 1768, that " bale of 
cadaverous goods," as he calls his body, was con- 
signed to Pluto. In his last letter there is one sign 
of grace— the real affection with which he entreats 
a triend to be a guardian to his daughter Lydia. 
All his letters to her are artless, kind, affectionate, 
and not sentimental; as a hundred pages in his 
writings are beautiful, and full, not of surprising 
humour merely, but of genuine love and kindness. 
A perilous trade, in deed, is that of a man who has 
to briiig ms. tears , and .idiUghter, his recollections, 
his personal griefs and joys, his private thoughts 
and'lEgglJaig: J A J,.AMiU 'R ej.^: t u m " s, 

andr sell them for mone y. Does he exaggerate , ' 
BSni^ef, so as to ger'SST^ader's pity for a false \ 
sensibiUty? feign indignation, so as to establish a l 
character for virtue? elaborate repartees, so that \ 
he may pass for a wit? steal from other authors, 
and put down the theft to the credit side of his own 
reputation for ingenuity and learning? feign ; 
originality? affect benevolence or misanthropy? ,' 
appeal to the gallery gods with claptraps and vulgar / 
baits to catch applause? 

How much of the paint and emphasis is necessary 
for the fair business of the stage, and how much of ! 
the rant and rouge is put on for the vanity of the ' 
actor. His audience trusts him: can he trust him- i 
self? How much was deliberate calculation and 
imposture — ^how much was false sensibiUty — and ' 
how much true feeling? Where did the lie begin, 
and did he know where? and where did the truth 
end in the art and scheme of this man of genius, 
this actor, this quack? Some time since, I was in 
the company of a French actor, who began after 
dinner, and at his own request, to sing French 
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songs of the sort called des chansons grivoises, and 
which he performed admirably, and to the dissatis- 
faction of most persons present. Having finished 
these, he commenced a sentimental ballad — ^it was 
so charmingly sung that it touched all persons 
present, and especially the singer himself, whose 
voice trembled, whose eyes filled with emotion, and 

Lwho was snivelling and weeping quite genuine 
tears by the time his own ditty was over. I 
suppose Sterne had this artistical sensibility; he 
C used to blubber perpetually in his study, and find- 
ing his tears infectious, and that they brought him 
/ a great popularity, he exercised the lucrative gift 
^ of weeping; he utilised it, and cried on every occa- 
y sion. I own that I don't value or respect much the 
cheap dribble of those fountains. He fatigues me 
with his perpetual disquiet and his uneasy appeals 
to my risible or sentimental faculties. He is 
always looking in my face, watching his efiect, un- 
certain whether I think him an impostor or not; 
posture-making, coaxing, and imploring me. ** See 

<what sensibiUty I have— own now that I'm very 
clever — do cry now, you can't resist this." The 
humour of Svnit and Rabelais, whom he pretended 
to succeed, poured from them as naturally as song 
does from a bird; they lose no manly dignity with 
it, but laugh their hearty great laugh out of their 
broad chests as nature bade them. But this man 
— ^who can make you laugh, who can make you cry, 
i J too — never lets ^^^ ^fta-rlftr a^^r^^^^nr will permit his 
' ^ audience repose: when you are quiet, he fancies 
he must rouse you, and turns over head and heels, 
^ or sidles up and whispers a nasty story. The man } 
is a great jeste r, not a great hum ourist. He goes to 
work systema'Hcally and of cold" DXood; paints his 
face, puts on his ruff and motley clothes, and lays 
^ down his carpet and tumbles on it. 

For instance, take the " Sentimental Journey," 
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and see in the writer the deliberate propensity to 
make points and seek applause. He gets to 
Dessein's Hotel, he wants a carriage to travel to 
Paris, he goes to the inn-yard, and begins what the 
actors caU ** business " at once. There is that 
little carriage, the d^sohligeanU " Four months had 
elapsed since it had finished its career of Europe in 
the comer of Monsieur Dessein's courtyard, and 
having saUied out thence but a vamped-up business 
at first, though it had been twice taken to pieces on 
Mount Sennis, it had not profited much by its 
adventures, but by none so little as the standing so 
many months unpitied in the comer of Monsieur 
Dessein's coach-yard. Much, indeed, was not to 
be said for it — ^but something might — ^and when a 
few words will rescue misery out of her distress, I 
hate the man who can be a churl of them." 

Le tour est fait I Paillasse has tumbled I Pail- 
lasse has jumped over the dSsobligeant, cleared it, 
hood and all, and bows to the noble company. 
Does anyTvyi y ViAiiftirft Ahaf thj^i ^g a real SentixufiDt? ^^ 
that this luxury of generosity, this ^gaUiSt rescue 
of Misery— -out of an old cab, is genuine feeling? 
It is as genuine as the virtuous oratory of Joseph 
Surface when he begins, " The man who," &c., 
&c., and wishes to pass ofi for a saint with his 
credulous, good-humoured dupes. 

Our friend purchases the carriage— after turning 
that notorious old monk to good account, and 
effecting (like a soft and good-natured Paillasse as 
he was, and very free with his money when he had 
it) an exchange of snufi-boxes with the old Frans-i 
dscan, jogs out of Calais; sets down in immense ] 
figures on the credit side of his account the sous he | 
gives away to the Montreuil beggars; and, at \ 
Nampont, gets out of the chaise and whimpers over > 
that famous dead donkey, for which any senti- 
mentalist may cry who \rill. It is agreeably and 
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skilfully done — ^that dead jackass; like M. de 
Soubise's cook, on the campaign, Sterne dresses it, 
and serves it up quite tender and with a very- 
piquant sauce. But tears, and fine feelings, and 
a white pocket-handkerchief, and a funeral sermon, 
and horses and feathers, and a procession of mutes, 
and a hearse with a dead donkey inside ! Psha ! 
Mountebank ! I'll not give thee one penny more for 
that trick, donkey and all! 

This donkey had appeared once before with 
signal effect. In 1 765 , three years before the publi- 
cation of the ** Sentimental Journey," the seventh 
and eighth volumes of " Tris^m Shandy " were 
given to the world, and the famouSr lry onsT l gnkey 
makes his entry in those volumes (pp. 3T5;^ JltJJr — 

*' 'Twas by a poor ass, with a couple of large 
panniers at his back, who had just turned in to 
collect eleemosynary turnip-tops and cabbage- 
leaves, and stood dubious, with his two fore-feet at 
the inside of the threshold, and with his two hinder 
feet towards the street, as not knowing very well 
whether he was to go in or no. 

*' Now 'tis an animal (be in what hurry I may) I 
cannot bear to strike; there is a patient endurance 
of suffering wrote so unaffectedly in his looks and 
carriage which pleads so mightily for him, that it 
always disarms me, and to that degree that I do 
not like to speak unkindly to him : on the contrary ^ 
meet him where I will, whether in town or country, 
in cart or under panniers, whether in liberty or 
bondage, I have ever something civil to say to him 
on my part; and, as one word begets another (if he 
has as Uttle to do as I), I generally fall into conver- 
sation with him; and surely never is my imagina- 
tion so busy as in framing responses from the 
etchings of his countenance ; and where those carry 
me not deep enough, in flying from my own heart 
into his, and seeing what is natural for an ass to 
think — as well as a man» upon the occasion. In 
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truth, it is the only creature of all the classes of 
beings below me with whom I can do this. . . . 
With an ass I can commune for ever. 

" * Come, Honesty,' said I, seeing it was imprac- 
ticable to pass betwixt him and the gate, ' art thou 
for coming in or going out ? * 

" The ass twisted his head round to look up the 
street. 

" * Well! ' replied I, * we'll wait a minute for thy 
driver.' 

'* He turned his head thoughtful about, and 
looked wistfully the opposite way. 

" ' I understand thee perfectly,' answered I; * if 
thou takest a wrong step in this afiair, he will 
cudgel thee to death. Well! a minute is but a 
minute ; and if it saves a fellow-creature a drubbing 
it shall not be set down as ill spent." 

** He was eating the stem of an artichoke as this 
discourse went on, and, in the Uttle peevish con- 
tentions between hunger and unsavouriness, had 
dropped it out of his mouth half-a-dozen times, and 
had picked it up again. ' God help thee. Jack! ' 
said I, ' thou hast a bitter brealdast on't — and 
many a bitter day's labour, and many a bitter 
blow, I fear, for its wages! 'Tis all, all bitterness 
to thee — ^whatever life is to others ! And now thy 
mouth, if one knew the truth of it, is as bitter, I 
dare say, as soot (for he had cast aside the stem), 
and thou hast not a friend perhaps in all this world 
that wiU give thee a macaroon.' In saying this, I 
pulled out a paper of 'em, which I had just bought, 
and gave him one; — and, at this moment that I am 
telling it, my heart smites me that there was more 
of pleasantry in the conceit of seeing how an ass 
would eat a macaroon than of benevolence in giving 
him one, which presided in the act. 

** When the ass had eaten his macaroon, I 
pressed him to come in. The poor beast was 
heavy loaded — ^his legs seemed to tremble under 
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him — ^he hung rather backwards, and, as I pttUed 
at his halter, it broke in my hand. He looked up 
pensive in my face: * Don't thrash me with it; 
but if you will you may.* * If I do,' said I, ' I'll 
be d— .' " 

A critic who refuses to see in this charming 
description wit, humour, pathos, a kind nature 
speaking, and a real sentiment, must be hard 
indeed to move and please. A page or two farther 
we come to a description not less beautiful — a 
landscape and figures, dehciously painted by one 
who had the keenest enjoyment and the most 
tremulous sensibility: — 

" 'Twas in the road between Nismes and Lunel, 
where is the best Muscatto wine in all France: the 
sun was set, they had done their work; the nymphs 
had tied up their hair afresh, and the swains were 
preparing for a carousal. My mule made a dead 
point. * *Tis the pipe and tambourine,' said I — 
* I never will argue a point with one of your family 
as long as I live; ' so leaping off his back, and kick- 
ing off one boot into liis ditch and t'other into 
that, ' I'll take a dance,' said I, * so stay you here.' 

" A sun-burnt daughter of labour rose up from 
the group to meet me as I advanced towards them; 
her hair, which was of a dark chestnut approsiching 
to a black, was tied up in a knot, all but a single 
tress. 

" * We want a cavalier,' said she, holding out 
both her hands, as if to offer them. ' Aiid a 
cavalier you shall have,' said I, taking hold of both 
of them. * We could not have done without you,' 
said she, letting go one hand, with self-taught 
poUteness, and leading me up with the other. 

" A lame youth, whom Appollo had recom- 
pensed with a pipe, and to which he had added a 
tambourine of his own accord, ran sweetly over the 
prelude, as he sat upon the bank. ' Tie me up 
this tress, instantly,' said Nannette, putting a piece 
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of string into my hand. It taught me to forget I 
was a stranger. The whole knot fell down — ^we 
had been seven years acquainted. The youth 
struck the note upon the tambourine, his pipe 
followed, and oflE we bounded. 

*' The sister of the youth — ^who had stolen her 
voice from Heaven — ^sang alternately with her 
brother. 'Twas a Gascoigne roundelay. ' Viva la 
joia, fidon la tristessa; * — ^the nymphs joined in 
unison, and their swains an octave below them. 

** Viva la joia was in Nannette's lips, viva la joia 
in her eyes. A transient spark of amity shot 
across the space betwixt us. She looked amiable. 
Why could I not live and end my days thus? 
*Just Disposer of our jo3rs and sorrows! ' cried I, 
' why could not a man sit down in the lap of con- 
tent here, and dance, and sing, and say his prayers, 
and go to Heaven with this nut-brown maid? ' 
Capriciously did she bend her head on one side, and 
dance up insidious. ' Then 'tis time to dance o£E,' 
quoth L" 
k And with this pretty dance and chorus, the 

volume artfully concludes. E ven here one ca n't 
g ive the w hole description. There is not a page in 
Stemes "mlllug but li i tb ■ something that werei 
better away, aJatent corruption — a hint, as of an I 
impure presence. ^ ' 

Some of that dreary double entendre may be 
attdhutedto freer times and manners than ours, 
but not. all. The fou LSaty r's evp^ leerout of the ) 
leaves constantly: the last words the famous 
author wrote were bad and wicked — ^the last lines 
the poor stricken wretch penned were for pity and 
pardon. I think of these past writers and of one 
who Uves amongst us now, and am grateful for the 
innocent laughter and the sweet and unsulUed 
page which the author of ** David Copperfield " 
gives to my children. 
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" Tet^ sur cette boale, 
Laid, ch^tif et soufifrant ; 
Etoaff(6 dans la foule, 
Faute d'etre assez grand ; 

Une plainte touchante 
De ma bouche sortit ; 
Le bon Dieu me dit : Chante, 
Chante, pauvre petit ) 

Chanter, on je m'abuse, 
Est ma t^che ici bas. 
Tons ceux qu'ainsi j'amuse, 
Ne m'aimeront-ils pas ? " 

In those charming lines of B6ranger, one may 
fancy described the career, the sufferings, the 
genius, the gentle nature of Goldsmith, and the 
esteem in wluch we hold him. Who, of the millions 
whom he has amused, doesn't love him? To be 
the most beloved of English writers, what a title 
that is for a man! A wild youth, wayward, but 
full of tenderness and affection, quits the country 
village where his boyhood has been passed in happy 
musing, in idle shelter, in fond longing to see -tiiie 
great world out of doors, and achieve name and 
fortune — and after years of dire struggle, and 
neglect and poverty, his heart turning back as 
fondly to his native place, as it had longed eagerly 
for change when sheltered there, he writes a book 
and a poem, full of the recollections ^nd feelings of 
home— he paints the friends and scenes of his 
youth, and peoples Auburn and Wakefield with 
remembrances of Lissoy. Wander he must, but 
he carries away a home-reUc with him, and dies 
with it on his breast. His nature is Iruant; in 
repose it longs for change : as on the journey it looks 
back for Mends and quiet. He passes to-day in 
building an air-castle for to-morrow, or in writing 
yesterday's elegy; and he would fly away this 
hotu:, but that a cage and necessity keep him. 
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What is the charm of his verse, of his style, and 
humour? His sweet regrets, his delicate com- 
passion, his soft smile, his tremulous sympathy, 
the weakness which he owns? Your love for him ) 
is half pity. You come hot and tired from the / 
day's battle, and this sweet minstrel sings to you. 
"Who could harm the kind vagrant harpgr ? Whom 
did he ever hurt? He cairries no weapon — save 
the harp on which he plays to you; and with 
which he delights great and humble, young and old, 
the captains in the tents, or the soldiers round the 
fire, or the women and children in the villages, at 
whose porches he stops and sings his simple songs 
of love and beauty. With that sweet story of the \ 
** Vicar of Wakefield," he has found entry into 
every castle and every hamlet in Europe. Not 
one of us, however busy or hard, but once or t^ce 
in our lives has passed an evening with him, 
and undergone the charm of Ins delightful 
music. 

Goldsmith's father was no doubt the good 
Doctor Primrose, whom we all of us know. Swift 
was yet alive when the little Oliver was bom at 
Pallas, or Pallasmore, in the county of Longford, in 
Ireland. In 1730, two years after the child's birth, 
Charles Goldsmith removed his family to Lissoy, 
in the county Westmeath, that sweet " Auburn " 
which every person who hears me has seen in fancy. 
Here the kuid parson brought up his eight children; 
and loving all the world, as his son says, fancied 
all the world loved him. He had a crowd of poor 
dependents besides those hungry children. He 
kept an open table, round which sate flatterers 
and poor friends, who laughed at the honest 
rector's many jokes, and ate the produce of his 
seventy acres of farm. Those who have seen an 
Irish house in the present day can fancy that one 
of Lissoy. The old beggar still has his allotted 
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comer by the kitchen turf; the maimed old soldier 
still gets his potatoes and butter-milk; the poor 
cottier still asks his honour's charity, and prays 
God bless his Reverence for the sixpence: the 
ragged pensioner still takes his place by right and 
sufferance. There's still a crowd in the kitchen, 
and a crowd round the parlour-table, profusion, 
confusion, kindness, poverty. If an Irishman 
comes to London to make his fortune, he has a 
half dozen of Irish dependents who take a percent- 
age of his earnings. The good Charles Goldsmith 
left but little provision for his hungry race when 
death summoned him: and one of his daughters 
being engaged to a Squire of rather superior dignity, 
Charles Goldsmith impoverished the rest of his 
family to provide the girl with a dowry. 

The small-pox, which scourged all Europe at 
that time, and ravaged the roses off the cheeks of 
half the world, fell foul of poor Uttle Oliver's face, 
when the child was eight years old, and left him 
scarred and disfigured for his life. An old woman 
in his father's vUlage taught him his letters, and 
pronounced him a dunce: Paddy Byrne, the hedge- 
schoolmaster, took him in hand; and from Paddy 
Byrne he was transmitted to a clergyman at 
Elphin. When a child was sent to school in those 
days, the classic phrase was that he was placed 
under Mr So-and-So's ferule. Poor little ancestors ! 
It is hard to think how ruthlessly you were birched; 
and how much of needless whipping and tears our 
small forefathers had to undergo! A relative — 
kind uncle Contarine, took the main charge of 
Uttle Noll; who went through his school days 
righteously doing as little work as he could: 
robbing orchards, pla3dng at ball, and making his 
pocket-money fly about whenever fortune sent it 
to him. Everybody knows the story of that 
, famous " Mistake of a Night," when the young 
schoolboy, provided with a guinea and a nag, rode 
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up to the " best house " in Ardagh, called for the 
kuidlord's company over a bottle of wine at supper, 
and for a hot cake for breakfast in the morning; 
and found, when he asked for the bill, that the best y 
house was Squire Featherstone's, and not the inn 
for which he mistook it. Who does not know 
every story about Goldsmith? That is a delight- 
ful and fantastic picture of the child dancing and 
capering about in the kitchen at home, when the 
old fiddler gibed at him for his ugliness — and 
called him ^sop, and little Noll made his repartee 
of " Heralds proclaim aloud this saying — see ^sop 
dancing and his monkey playing." One can fancy 
a queer pitiful look of humour and appeal upon 
that little scarred face — ^the funny Uttle dancing 
figure, the fuzmy little brogue. In his life, and his 
writing, which are the honest expression of it, he 
is constantly bewailing that homely face and 
person; anon, he surveys them in the glass rue- 
fully; and presently assumes the most comical 
dignity. He likes to deck out his little person in 
splendour and fine colours. He presented himself 
to be examined for ordination in a pair of scarlet 
breeches, and said honestly that he did not like to 
go into the Church because he was fond of coloured 
clothes. When he tried to practise as a doctor, he 
got by hook or by crook a black velvet suit, and 
looked as big and grand as he could, and kept his 
hat over a patch on the old coat: in better days he 
bloomed out in plum-colour, in blue silk, and in 
new velvet. For some of those splendours the heirs 
and assignees of Mr Filby, the tailor, have never 
been paid to this day; perhaps the kind tailor and 
his creditor have met and settled the little account 
in Hades. 

They showed until lately a window at Trinity 
College, Dublin, on which the name of O. Gold- 
smith was engraved with a diamond. Whose 
diamond was it ? N0I- the young sizar's, who made 
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but a poor figure in that place of learning. He 
was idle, penniless, and fond of pleasure : he learned 
his way early to the pawnbroker's shop. He wrote 
ballads, they say, for the street-singers, who paid 
him a crown for a poem: and his pleasure was to 
steal out at night and hear his verses sung. He 
was chastised by his tutor for giving a dance in his 
rooms, and took the box on the ear so much to 
heart, that he packed up his all, pawned his books 
and little property, and disappeared from college 
and family. He said he intended to go to America, 
but when his money was spent, the young prodigal 
came home ruefuUy, and the good folks there 
killed their calf — ^it was but a lean one— and wel- 
comed him back. 

After College, he hung about his mother's bouse, 
and lived for some years the life of a buckeen — 
passed a month with this relation and that, a year 
with one patron, a great deal of time at the public- 
house. Tired of this life, it was resolved that he 
should go to London, and study at the Temple; 
but he got no farther on the road to London and the 
woolsack than Dublin, where he gambled away the 
fifty pounds given to him for his outfit, and whence 
he returned to the indefatigable forgiveness of 
home. Then he determined to be a doctor, and 
Uncle Contarine helped him to a couple of years at 
Edinburgh. Then from Edinburgh he felt that 
he ought to hear the famous professors of Leyden 
and Paris, and wrote most amusing pompous 
letters to his uncle about the great Farheim, Du 
Petit, and Duhamel du Monceau, whose lectures 
he proposed to follow. If Uncle Contarine be- 
lieved those letters — ^if Oliver's mother believed 
that story which the youth related of his going to 
Cork, with the purpose of embarking for America, 
of his having paid his passage-money, and having 
sent his kit on board; of the anonymous captain 
sailing away with Oliver's Valuable luggage, in a 
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nameless ship, never to return; if Uncle Contarine 
and the mother at BaUymahon believed his stories, 
they must have been a very simple pair; as it was 
a very simple rogue indeed who cheated them. 
When the lad, after failing in his clerical examina- 
tion, after failing in his plan for stud3ang the law, 
took leave of these projects and of his parents, and 
set out for Edinburgh, he saw mother, and uncle, 
and lazy BaUymahon, and green native turf, and 
sparkling river for the last time. He was never to 
look on old Ireland more, and only in fancy revisit 
her. 

" But me not destined such delights to share, 
My prime of life in wandering spent and care, 
Impelled, with step unceasing, to pursue 
Some fleeting good that mocks me with the view ; 
That like the circle bounding earth and skies 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies : 
My fortune leads to traverse realms unknown, 
And find no spot of all the world my own." 

I Spoke in a former lecture of that high courage 
which enabled Fielding, in spite of disease, remorse, 
and poverty, always to retain a cheerful spirit and 
to keep his manly benevolence and love of truth 
intact, as if these treasures had been confided to 
him for the public benefit, and he was accountable 
to posterity for their honourable employ; and a 
constancy equally happy and admirable I think 
was shown by Goldsmith, whose sweet and friendly 
nature bloomed kindly alwa3rs in the midst of a 
life's storm, and rain, and bitter weather. The 
{k>or fellow was never so friendless but he could 
befriend someone; never so pinched and wretched 
but he could give of his crust, and speak his word 
of ^compassion. If he had but his flute left, he 
could give that, and make the children happy in 
the dreary I^ndon court. He could give the coals 
in that queer coal-scuttle we read of to his poor 
neighbour: he could give away his blankets in 
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college to the poor widow, and warm himself as he 
best might in the feathers: he could pawn his coat 
to save his landlord from gaol: when he was a 
school-usher, he spent his earnings in treats for the 
boys, and the good-natured schoolmaster's wife 
said justly that she ought to keep Mr Goldsmith's 
money as well as the young gentlemen's. When 
he met his pupils in later life, nothing would satisfy 
the Doctor but he must treat them still. " Have 
you seen the print of me after Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds? " he asked of one of his old pupils. " Not 
seen it? not bought it? Sure, Jack, if 5^ur 
picture had been published, I'd not have been 
without it half-an-hour." His purse and his heart 
were everybody's, and his friends' as much as his 
own. When he was at the height of his reputation, 
and the Earl of Northumberland, going as Lord- 
Lieutenant to Ireland, asked if he could be of any 
service to Dr Goldsmith, Goldsmith recommended 
his brother, and not himself, to the great man. 
** My patrons," he gallantly said, " are the book- 
sellers, and I want no others." Hard patrons they 
were, and hard work he did; but he did not com- 
plain much: if in his early writings some bitter 
words escaped him, some allusions to neglect and 
poverty, he withdrew these expressions when his 
works were republished, and better day^ seemed to 
open for him ; and he did not care to complain that 
printer or publisher had overlooked his merit, or 
left him poor. The Court face was turned from 
honest Oliver, the Court patronised Beattie; the 
fashion did not shine on him — ^fashion adored 
Sterne. Fashion pronounced Kelly to be the great 
writer of comedy of his day. A little — ^not ill- 
humour, but plaintiveness — a. little betrayal of 
wounded pride which he showed render him not 
the less amiable. The author of the "Vicar of 
Wakefield " had a right to protest when Newbery 
kept back the MS. for two yeatrs ; had a right to be 
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a little peevish with Sterne; a little angry when 
Colman's actors declined their parts in his delight- 
ful comedy, when the manager refused to have a 
scene painted for it, and pronounced its damnation 
before hearing. He had not the great public with 
him; but he had the noble Johnson, and the 
admirable Re3niolds, and the great Gibbon, and 
the great Burke, and the great Fox — ^friends and 
admirers illustrious indeed, as famous as those 
who, fifty years before, sat round Pope's 
table. 

Nobody knows, and I dare say Goldsmith's 
buoyant temper kept no account of all the pains 
which he endured during the early period of his 
literary career. Should any man of letters in our 
day have to bear up against such. Heaven grant he 
may come out of the period of misfortune with such 
a pure kind heart as that which Goldsmith obstin* 
ately bore in his breast. The insults to which he 
had to submit are shocking to read of — ^slander, 
contumely, vulgar satire, brutal malignity per- 
verting his commonest motives and actions: he 
had his share of these, and one's anger is roused at 
reading of them, as it is at seeing a woman insulted 
or a child assaulted, at the notion that a creature 
so very gentle and weak, and full of love, should 
have had to suffer so. And he had worse than 
insult to undergo — ^to own to fault, and deprecate 
the anger of ruffians. There is a letter of his 
extant to one Griffiths, a bookseller, in which 
poor Goldsmith is forced to confess that certain 
books sent by Griffiths are in the hands of a friend 
from whom Goldsmith had been forced to borrow 
money. " He was wild, sir," Johnson said, speak- 
ing of Goldsmith to Boswell, with his great, wise 
benevolence and noble mercifulness of heart, '* Dr 
Goldsmith was wild, sir; but he is so no more." 
Ah ! if we pity the good and weak man who suffers 
undeservedly, let us deal very gently with him from 
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whom misery extorts not only tears but shame; 
let us think humbly and charitably of the human 
nature that suffers so sadly and falls so low. 
Whose turn may it be to-morrow? What weak 
heart, confident before trial, may not succumb 
under temptation invincible ? Cover the good man 
who has been vanquished — cover his face and pass 
on. 

For the last half dozen years of his life. Gold- 
smith was far removed from the pressure of any 
ignoble necessity: and in the receipt, indeed, of 
a pretty large income from the booksellers, his 
patrons. Had he Uved but a few years more, his 
public fame would have been as great as his private 
reputation, and he might have enjoyed aUve a part 
of that esteem which his country has ever since 
paid to the vivid and versatile genius who has 
touched on almost every subject of literature, and 
touched nothing that he did not adorn. Except 
in rare instances, a man is known in our profession, 
and esteemed as a skilful workman, years before 
the lucky hit which trebles his usual gains, and 
stamps him a popular author. In the strength of 
his age, and the dawn of his reputation, having for 
backers and friends the most illustrious Hterary 
men of his time, fame and prosperity might have 
been in store for Goldsmith, had fate so willed it; 
and, at forjtjbsix, had not sudden disease carried 
\\im off. n[ say prosperity rather than competence, 
for it is probable that no sum could have put order 
into his affairs or sufficed for his irreclaimable 
habits of dissipation. It must be remembered 
that he owed ^2000 when he died. " Was ever 
poet," Johnson asked, " so trusted before? '* As 
has been the case with many another good fellow 
of his nation, his life was tracked and his substance 
wasted by crowds of hungry beggars and lazy 
dependants. If they came at a lucky time (and 
be sure they knew his affairs better than he did 
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himself, and watched his pay day), he gave them of 
his money: if they begged on empty-purse da,ys 
he gave them his promissory bills: or he treated 
them to a tavern where he had credit; or he 
obliged them with an order upon honest Mr Filby 
for coats, for which he paid as long as he could earn, 
and until the shears of Filby were to cut for him no 
more. Staggering under a load of debt and labour, 
tracked by baihf!s and reproachful creditors, 
running from a hundred poor dependants, whose 
appealing looks were perhaps the hardest of all 
pains for him to bear, devising fevered plans for the 
morrow, new histories, new comedies, all sorts of new 
literary schemes, flying from all these into seclu- 
sion, and out of seclusion into pleasure — at last» 
? ^t five2^d:jorty» death seized hun and closed his 
' career. I have been many a time in the chambers 
in the Temple which were his, and passed up the 
staircase, which Johnson, and Burke, and Rey- 
nolds trod to see tiieir friend, their poet, their kind 
Goldsmith, — the stair on which the poor women sat 
weeping bitterly when they heard that the greatest 
and most generous of all men was dead within the 
black oak door. Ah, it was a different lot from 
that for which the poor fellow sighed, when he 
wrote with heart yearning for home those most 
charming of all fond verses, in which he fancies he 
revisits Auburn — 

*' Here as I take my solitary loondSf 
Amidst thy tangled walks and rained grounds, 
Andy many a year elapsed, return to view 
Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew, 
Remembrance wakes, with all her busy train, 
Swells at my heart, and tarns the past to pain. 

In all my wanderings round this world of care. 
In all my griefs — ^and God has given my share, 
I still had hopes my latest hours to crown^ 
Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down ; 
To husband oat life's taper at Uie close, 
And keep the flame from wasting by repose ; 
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I still had hopes — for pride attends us still — 
Amidst the swains to show my book- learned skill, 
Aroand my fire an evening group to draw^ 
And tell of all I felt and all I saw ; 
And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursue, 
Pants to the place from whence at first she flew — 
I still had hopes — my long vexations past, 
Here to return, and die at home at last. 

O blest retirement, friend to life's decline ! 
Retreats from care that never must be mine — 
How blest is he who crowns in shades like these, 
A youth of labour with an age of ease ; 
Who quits a world where strong temptations try. 
And since 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly ! 
For him no wretches bom to work and weep 
Explore the mine or tempt the dangerous deep ; 
/No surly porter stands in guilty state 
C To spurn imploring fia,mine from his gate : 
^ut on he moves to meet his latter end, 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend ; 
Sinks to the grave with unperceived decay, 
Whilst resignation gently slopes the way ; 
And all his prospects brightening at the last, 
His heaven commences ere the world be past." 

In these verses, I need not say with what 
melody, with what touching truth, with what ex- 
quisite beauty of comparison — as indeed in hun- 
dreds more pages of the writings of this honest soul 
— ^the whole character of the man is told — his 
humble confession of faults and weakness; his 
pleasant Uttle vanity and desire that his village 
should admire him; his simple scheme of good in 
which everybody was to be happy — no beggar was 
to be refused hSs dinner — ^nobody in fact was to 
work much, and he to be the harmless chief of the 
Utopia, and the monarch of the Irish Yvet6t. He 
would have told again, and without fear of their 
faiUng, those famous jokes which had hung fire in 
London; he would have talked of his great friends 
of the Club-— of my Lord Clare and my Lord 
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Bishop, my Lord Nugent — sure he knew them in- 
timately, and was hand and glove with some of the 
best men in town — and he would have spoken of 
Johnson and of Burke, from Cork, and of Sir 
Joshua who had painted him — and he would have 
told wonderful sly stories of Ranelagh and the 
Pantheon, and the masquerades at Madame 
Comely 's; and he would have toasted, with a sigh, 
the Jessamy Bride — ^the lovely Mary Homeck. 

The figure of that charming young lady forms 
one of -tiie prettiest recollections of Goldsmith's 
life. She and her beautiful sister, who married 
Bunbury, the graceful and humourous amateur 
artist of those days, when Gilray had but just 
begun to try his powers, were among the kindest 
and dearest of Goldsmith's many friends, cheered 
and pitied him, travelled abroad with him, made 
him welcome at their home, and gave him many a 
pleasant holiday. He bought his finest clothes to 
figure at their country house at Barton — ^he wrote 
them droll verses. They loved him, laughed at 
him, played him tricks and made him happy. He 
asked for a loan from Garrick, and Garrick kindly 
supplied him, to enable him to go to Barton — ^but 
there were to be no more holidays, and only one 
brief struggle more for poor Goldsmith — a lock of 
his hair was taken from the coffin and given to the 
Jessamy Bride. She Uved quite into our time. 
Hazlitt saw her an old lady, but beautiful still, in 
Northcote's painting-room, who told the eager 
critic how proud she alwa}^ was that Goldsmith 
had admired her. The 3rounger Colman has left 
a touching reminiscence of him. VoL L 63, 64. 

" I was only five years old," he says, ** when 
Goldsmith took me on his knee one evening whilst 
he was drinking cofiee with my father, and began 
to play with me, which amiable act I returned, with 
the ingratitude of a peevish brat, by giving him a 
very smart slap on Ihe face: it must have been a 

M 
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tingler, for it left the marks of my spiteful paw on 
his cheek. This infantile outrage was followed by 
summary justice, and I was locked up by my in- 
dignant fa&er in an adjoining room to undergo 
soUtary imprisonment in the dark. Here I began 
to howl and scream most abominably, which was no 
bad step towards my liberation, since those who 
were not inclined to pity me might be likely to set 
me free for the purpose of abating a nuisance, 

** At length a generous friend appeared to ex- 
tricate me &om jeopardy, and that generous friend 
was no other than the man I had so wantonly 
molested by assault and battery — it was the tender- 
hearted Doctor himself, with a lighted candle in his 
hand, and a smile upon his countenance, which 
was still partially red from the effects of my petu- 
lance. I sulked and sobbed as he fondled and 
soothed, till I began to brighten. Goldsmith 
seized tilie propitious moment of returning good- 
humour, when he put down the candle and b^an 
to conjure. He placed three hats, which happened 
to be in the room, and a shilling under each. The 
shillings he told me were England, France, and 
Spain. ' Hey presto cockalorum ! ' cried the 
Doctor, and lo, on uncovering the shillings, which 
had been dispersed each beneath a separate hat, 
they were aU found congregated imder one. I 
was no politician at five years old, and therefore 
might not have wondered at the sudden revolution 
which brought England, France, and Spain all 
under one crown; but, as also I was no conjurer, it 
amazed me beyond measure. . . . From that 
time, whenever tilie Doctor came to visit my father, 
' I plucked his gown to share the good man's 
smile ' ; a game at romps constantly ensued, and we 
were always cordial friends and merry playfellows. 
Our unequal companionship varied somewhat as to 
sports as I grew older; but it did not last long: my 
senior playmate died in his forty-fifth year, when 
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I had attained my eleventh. ... In all the 
numerous accounts of his virtues and foibles, his 
genius and absurdities, his knowledge of nature 
and ignorance of the world, his ' compassion for 
another's woe ' was alwa}^ predominant; and my 
trivial story of his humouring a froward child 
weighs but as a feather in the recorded scale of his 
benevolence." 

Think of him reckless, thriftless, vain if you like 
— ^but merciful, gentle, generous, full of love and 
pity. He passes out of our life, and goes to render 
his account beyond it. Think of the poor pen- 
sioners weeping at his grave; think of the noble 
spirits that admired and deplored him; think of 
-die righteous pen that wrote his epitaph — and of 
the wonderful and unanimous response of affection 
with which the world has paid back the love he 
gave it. His humour delighting us still: his song 
fresh and beautiful as when first he charmed with 
it: his words in all our mouths: his very weak- 
nesses beloved and familiar — ^his benevolent spirit 
seems still to smile upon us : to do gentle kindnesses : 
to succour with sweet charity: to soothe, caress, 
and forgive: to plead with -^e fortunate for the 
unhappy and the poor. 

His name is the last in the list of those men of 
humour who have formed the themes of the dis- 
courses which you have heard so kindly. 

Long before I had ever hoped for such an 
audience, or dreamed of the possibiUty of the good 
fortune which has brought me so many friends, I 
was at issue with some of my literary brethren upon 
a point — ^which they held from tradition I think 
rather than experience — ^that our profession was 
neglected in this country; and that men of letters 
were ill-received and held in sUght esteem. It 
would hardly be grateful of me now to alter my 
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old opinion that we do meet with goodwill and 
kindness, with generous helping hands in the time 
of our necessity, with cordial and friendly recog- 
nition. What claim had any one of these of whom 
I have been speaking, but genius? What return 
of gratitude, fame, affection, did it not bring to all? 
What punishment befell those who were unfor- 
tunate among them, but that which follows reck- 
less habits and careless lives? For these faults a 
wit must suffer like the dullest prodigal that ever 
ran in debt. He must pay the tailor if he wears 
the coat; his children must go in rags if he spends 
his money at the tavern ; he can't come to London 
and be made Lord-Chancellor if he stops on the 
road and gambles away his last shilling at Dublin. 
And he must pay the social penalty of these follies 
too, and expect that the world will shun the man 
of bad habits, that women will avoid the man of 
loose life, that prudent folks will close their doors 
as a precaution, and before a demand should be 
made on their pockets by the needy prodigal. 
With what difficulty had any one of these men to 
contend, save that eternal and mechanical one of 
want of means and lack of capital, and of which 
thousands of young lawyers, young doctors, young 
soldiers and sailors, of inventors, manufacturers, 
shopkeepers, have to complain? Hearts as brave 
and resolute as ever beat in the breast of any wit 
or poet, sicken and break daily in the vain endeav- 
our and unavailing struggle against life's difficulty. 
Don't we see daily ruined inventors, grey-haired 
midshipmen, balked heroes, blighted curates, 
barristers pining a hungry* life out in chambers, 
the attorneys never mounting to their garrets, 
while scores of them are rapping at the door of the 
successful quack below? If these suffer, who is 
the author, that he should be exempt? Let us 
bear our ills with the same constancy with which 
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others endure them, accept our manly part in life, 
hold our own, and ask no more. I can conceive of 
no kings or laws causing or curing Goldsmith's 
improvidence, or Fielding's fatal love of pleasure, 
or Dick Steele's mania for running races with the 
constable. You never can outrun that sure-footed 
officer — ^not by any swiftness or by dodges devised 
by any genius, however great; and he carries ofi 
the Tatler to the spunging-house, or taps the 
Citizen of the World on tiie shoulder as he would 
any other mortal. 

Does society look down on a man because he is 
an author? I suppose if people want a buffoon 
they tolerate him only in so far as he is amusing; 
it can hardly be expected that they should respect 
him as an equal. Is there to be a guard of honour 
provided for the author of the last new novel or 
poem? how long is he to reign, and keep other 
potentates out of possession. He retires, grumbles 
and prints a lamentation that Uterature is despised. 
If Captain A. is left out of Lady B.'s parties he does 
not state that the army is despised: if Lord C. no 
longer asks Counsellor D. to dinner. Counsellor D. 
does not announce that the bar is insulted. He is 
not fair to society if he enters it with this suspicion 
hankering about him; if he is doubtful about his 
reception, how hold up his head honestly, and look 
frankly in the face that world about which he is 
full of suspicion ? Is he place-hunting, and think- 
ing in his mind that he ought to be made an 
Ambassador, like Prior, or a Secretary of State, 
like Addison? his pretence of equality falls to the 
ground at once: he is scheming for a patron, not 
shaking the hand of a friend, when he meets the 
world. Treat such a man as he deserves; laugh at 
his buffoonery, and give him a dinner and a 
bon jour; laugh at his self-sufficiency and absurd 
assumptions of superiority^ and his equally 



